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“XJp  with  your  hands!”  yelled  Old  an& 
Young  King  Brady.  The  gang  in  the  ap¬ 
proaching  boat  were  taken  by  surprise, 


and  threw  their  hands  up  without  a  pro¬ 
test.  “We  surrender,”  they  cried. 
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THE  BRADYS  (IN  THE  GREAT  LAKES 

- OR - 

TRACKING  THE  CANADA  GANG 

By  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE 


CHAPTER  L 

* 

£ 

A  HAJRD  GANG. 

“There  is  no  doubt  that  ycu  will  find  those  rascals  some¬ 
where  up  in  the  wild  region  about  Lake  Superior  or  Huron,” 
said  the  Chief  of  the  Secret  Service,  as  he  tilted  back  in  his 
chair. 

“One  thing  is  sure.  This  country  never  was  troubled  with 
such  a  pestiferous  band  of  criminals  and  cutthroats  in  all  its 
history.. 

“Their  influence  is  felt  from  one  end  of  the  country  to  the 
other.  They  descend  like  vultures  upon  the  States,  and  mur¬ 
der  and  steal  to  their  hearts’  content,  and  then,  immediately 
upon  the  approach  of  danger  of  arrest,  they  flee  to  the  wilds 
of  Canada,  and  are  safe. 

“Somewhere  upon  those  lakes  they  have  a  rendezvous.  I 
tell  you  they  are  a  power  in  the  land.” 

Old  and  Young  King  Brady  listened  to  this  statement  qui¬ 
etly. 

The  two  keenest  detectives  in  the  world  they  were.  They 
had  just  finished  a  very  thrilling  and  difficult  case,  and  wore 
ready  to  take  up  this  new  matter. 

The  chief's  words  were  no  exaggeration  of  facts.  The 
“Canada  Gang,”  as  they  were  known,  had  made  matters  lively 
in  the  Northwest. 

Their  haunts  were  in  an  inaccessible  part  of  the  country, 
and  they  were  shrewd  enough  to  keep  so  near  the  line  that 
for  petty  offenses  there  was  no  redress. 

But  a  startling  crime  had  been  charged  to  them,  which  had 
at  last  aroused  the  authorities  of  the  whole  United  States. 

Colonel  Daniel  Maynard,  a  very  wealthy  merchant  of  Chi¬ 
cago,  had  started  on  a  long  summer’s  cruise  with  his  family 
through  the  Great  Lakes. 

Par  up  in  the  Superior  region  he  bad  last  been  seen. 

The  yachting  party  had  consisted  of  himself,  his  wife  and 
daughter  Alice,  a  son  Hugh,  and  a  chum  of  his  son's,  young 
Weldon  Smith,  besides  the  crew  of  the  yacht,  nine  men  in  all, 
engineer,  cook,  sailing  master  and  deck  hands. 

The  Satellite  was  a  fine  steam  yacht,  and  was  a  veritable 
floating  palace. 

The  party,  not  suspecting  danger,  had  been  decoyed  ashore 
by  members  of  the  Canada  Gang. 

Mrs.  Maynard,  with  young  Weldon  Smith  and  the  crew,  were 
left  aboard  the  yacht. 

Colonel  Maynard  was  found  murdered  in  cold  blood  far  in 
the  wilds.  Hugh  and  Alice  were  missing. 

It  was  supposed  that  they  had  been  carried  away  into  the 
wilds,  perhaps  to  be  held  for  ransom. 

Not  content  with  this,  the  gang  descended  upon  the  yacht 
aftfr  dark  and  set  it  on  fire. 

It  drifted  into  a  cove,  and  burned  to  the  water’-s  edge.  Four 
of  the  crew  lost  their  lives. 

A  lumber  schooner  chanced  to  come  along,  and  picked  up  the 
ot/.ers,  Mrs.  Maynard  included. 


They  were  taken  to  a  nearby  fort,  and  finally  reached  Chi¬ 
cago. 

A  party  of  officers  at  once  set  out  for  the  locality  to  rescue 
the  prisoners  and  break  up  the  gang. 

But  they  found  only  the  wreck  of  the  Satellite,  and  had  a 
long-distance  fight  with  rifles  with  the  gang. 

After  losing  three  men  they  were  obliged  to  return. 

Of  course  all  this  created  a  sensation  throughout  the  coun¬ 
try. 

By  special  act  of  the  Canadian  Parliament  it  was  agreed 
that  the  Dominion  authorities  should  co-operate  with  those 
from  the  States. 

But  every  attempt  to  round  up  the  Canada  Gang  failed. 

The  outlaws  grew  bolder,  and  made  more  open  reprisals,  not 
only  on  settlers  but  the  sailing  craft  in  those  waters. 

Thus  matters  were  when  an  appeal  was  sent  to  the  Chief  of 
the  Secret  Service. 

Fie  at  once  gave  the  matter  his  attention. 

It  was  his  conclusion  that  if  a  few  ol'  the  ringleaders  of  the 
gang  could  be  made  an  example  of  the  gang  would  become 
disorganized. 

“There  are  two  men  in  the  service  who  can  do  that  trick,” 
he  declared,  “and  they  are  the  Bradys.” 

The  chief  recognized  the  fact  that  to  send  an  armed  body  of 
men  into  the  region  was  folly. 

Two  smart,  shrewd  and  daring  detectives  could  do  more 
than  a  regiment  of  soldiers. 

So  it  happened  that  the  chief  called  the  Bradys  into  his  of¬ 
fice  and  held  a  consultation  with  them. 

“That  lady,  Mrs,  Maynard,  is  very  much  distraught  over 
her  daughter’s  fate,”  said  the  chief.  “Now,  there  is  no  doubt 
that  she  is  held  prisoner.  There  is  also  the  young  man,  her 
brother. 

“Not  only  must  they  be  rescued,  but  Bill  Blaney,  the  leader, 
and  others  must  be  eorraled.” 

The  Bradys  listened  with  interest. 

“It  will  require  shrewd  work,”  said  the  chief.  “You  must 
manage  to  get  in  with  the  gang  or  something  of  the  sort. 
That  is  all.” 

Old*  King  Brady  carelessly  bit  off  a  chew  of  tobacco  from 
a  big  plug,  and  said  grimly: 

“You’ve  got  to  tie  up  the  leaders.  Then  the  gang  will  go 
to  pieces.” 

“Just  my  idea,”  said  the  chief,  eagerly.  “Then  you’ll  take 
the  case?” 

“Oh,  yes,”  agreed  the  two  detectives.  “We  will  start  for 
Superior  at  once.” 

The  chief  rubbed  his  hands  with  delight. 

“I  wish  you  success,  and  I  know  that  you  will  have  it,”  he 
declared.  “Nobody  else  In  this  country  can  handle  that  case 
as  you  can.” 

“You  give  us  too  much  credit,”  laughed  Harry.  “We  are 
not  infallible.” 

“You  cannot  come  much  nearer  the  mark.  You  have  not 
lost  a  case.” 


■ 


I 


o 

v 
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This  was  the  truth. 

In  all  their  detective  career  the  two  Bradys  had  never  failed 
to  sol vo  every  case  undertaken  by  them. 

It  was  small  wonder  that  their  reputation  was  established, 
and  their  fame  world-wide. 

Harry  Brady  was  a  pupil  and  protege  of  Old  King  Brady. 
The  two  were  fast  friends,  and  worked  together  with  great 
success. 

The  old  detective  had  taken  a  great  fancy  to  the  younger 
man,  and  now  they  were  inseparable. 

After  they  left  the  chiefs  office  the  two  detectives  made 
quick  preparations  for  their  departure. 

It  was  their  desire  to  leave  New  York  quietly. 

So  no  publicity  was  given  to  their  purpose  to  visit  Canada, 
and  they  skipped  out  of  New  York  unnoticed. 

But  as  they  boarded  the  train  at  the  Grand  Central  Depot, 
a  man  of  remarkable  appearance  stepped  onto  the  platform 
behind  them. 

He  was  tall,  with  a  shrewd,  sharp  cast  of  features,  and 
dressed  in  rather  slovenly  fashion. 

He  glanced  furtively  at  the '  detectives,  then  brushed  past 
them  and  secured  a  seat  in  the  car. 

Harry  gave  a  start,  and  glanced  at  Old  King  Brady. 

“Did  you  notice  that  fellow?”  he  asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Where  did  you  ever  see  him  before?” 

“I  was  trying  to  think.  He  looks  like  Dick  Young,  the 
Denver  bank  breaker.  But  I  think  he  is  a  little  bit  taller.” 

“Dick  Young,”  repeated  Harry.  “I’ll  wager  that's  who  he  is. 
He  gave  us  a  keen  glance.” 

“Does  he  know  us?” 

“Oh,  I  dare  say.” 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  slowly,  “it  will  pay  us  to  keep 
an  eye  on  him.  I  can  see  that  he  is  a  crook  all  right  enough.” 

“Ah!  You  think  so?” 

“I  do.” 

So  when  the  Bradys  entered  the  car  they  took  a  seat  not  far 
behind  the  fellow. 

Dick  Young,  if  he  it  watytook  no  further  notice  of  the  de¬ 
tectives. 

He  carried  a  yellow  leather  satchel,  in  the  contents  of  which 
he  appeared  to  be  deeply  interested. 

The  train  rushed  on  for  hours.  It  carried  the  Bradys  stead¬ 
ily  near  their  destination. 

They  intended  first  to  go  to  Chicago  and  interview  Mrs.  May¬ 
nard. 

Then  they  would  either  secure  a  small  sailing  craft  and 
start  for  Lake  Superior,  or  go  thither  by  land. 

If  they  did  the  latter  thing,  they  would  have  to  travel  much 
overland  through  great  woods  and  dense  wilds. 

So  on  the  whole  they  believed  that  the  easiest  and  best  way 
was  to  go  by  water. 

There  were  any  number  of  small  yachts,  one  of  which  could 
be  secured  for  a  month’s  cruise. 

In  this  the  Bradys  believed  they  could  coast  along  the  shores 
of  the  Great  Lakes,  and  finally  locate  the  gang. 

Suddenly  Dick  Young  arose  from  his  seat  and,  pulling  out  a 
cigar,  started  for  the  smoker. 

As  he  left  his  car  seat  the  detectives  watched  him  closely. 

They  saw  a  slip  of  white  paper  drop  from  his  coat  as  he 

arose. 

Nobody  else  in  the  car  was  in  a  position  to  see  this. 

To  them  it  would  have  meant  nothing;  to  the  detectives  a 

good  deal. 

As  soon  as  Young  had  left  the  car  Harry  arose  and  saun¬ 
tered  down  the  aisle. 

He  took  the  seat  occupied  by  Young  and  picked  up  the  pa¬ 
per.  Old  King  Brady  joined  him.  « 

Harry  read  the  slip  and  gave  a  great  start. 

“By  jove!  ”  he  said.  “Here  is  a  go!  ” 

“What,  is  It?” 

“R(  ad  it.” 

The  old  detective  took  the  slip  and  read: 

“Memo:  Negotiate  bonds  in  New  York.  Draw  on  National 
Bank.  Go  to  Chicago  to  meet  Blaney  Thursday.  In  the  woods 

after  that.” 

The  old  detective  did  not  need  to  puzzle  over  this. 

There  were  no  hieroglyphics  which  he  did  not  understand. 
He  saw  all  plainly  enough. 

“By  jovo!”  ho  exclaimed.  “Harry,  this  Dick  Young  is  one 
of  the  Canada  Gang.” 

"That  is  ju:;t  the  truth, ”  agreed  Young  KiDg  Brady, 


CHAPTER  II. 


SHADOWING  THE  SHABPEK. 

“It  is  easy  to  understand  this  bit  of  memorandum.  Dick 
has  been  in  New  York  to  negotiate  some  bonds  which  were 
probably  stolen.  He  will  meet  Billy  Blaney  in  Chicago." 

“Yes.” 

“We  will  be  present  at  that  meeting,  if  nothing  happens. " 

“If  we  can  get  Blaney  into  our  clutches  on  the  start,  that 
is  a  long  step  toward  success.” 

“Well,  I  should  say.” 

“It  now  behooves  us - ” 

“What?” 

“To  keep  an  eye  on  Dick  Young.  We  must  not  lose  sight 
of  him.” 

“Just  so.” 

The  detectives,  however,  had  no  fear  of  losing  track  of  Young 
before  reaching  Chicago. 

It  was  certain  that  he  was  bound  for  that  point,  and  all 
that  was  necessary  was  to  remain  on  the  train  and  await  de¬ 
velopments. 

It  was  certainly  a  piece  of  luck  which  put  the  detectives 
on  the  track  of  their  birds  right  on  the  start. 

So  they  were  in  high  spirits  as  they  traveled  on. 

They  wondered  if  Young  had  recognized  them. 

But'  if  he  had,  certainly  he  had  not  shown  it.  So  the  de¬ 
tectives  felt  that  the  chances  were  with  them. 

That  night  they  occupied  a  berth  not  far  from  Young. 

The  next  day  the  conductor  entered  the  car. 

Pinned  to  his  coat  lapel  was  a  telegram. 

It  was  claimed  by  Young.  The  crook  read  it,  then  tore  it 
into  little  bits. 

These  fell  upon  the  car  floor. 

Some  hours  later  Harry  managed  to  secure  these  while 
Young  was  in  the  smoking  car. 

The  contents  of  the  telegram,  as  they  made  out.  by  putting 
the  pieces  together,  was  as  follows: 

“To  Richard  Young,  on  board  Chicago  Limited,  number  44: 
Am  obliged  to  leave.  Cannot  wait.  Bad  news  from  Copper 
Creek.  Come  north  as  quick  as  you  can. 

“W.  Blaney.” 


The  detectives  were  crestfallen. 

They  exchanged  glances. 

“Humph!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  can't  say  I  like  that.” 

“Nor  I,”  agreed  Harry. 

“It’s  a  bad  show  we’ll  have  to  get  track  of  Blaney  now.” 

Thus,  just  at  the  moment  when  success  seemed  assured  the 
detectives  had  their  hopes  dashed. 

But  they  were  by  no  means  discouraged.  They  still  had 
Young  to  shadow. 

The  effect  upon  Young  seemed  scarcely  pleasant. 

He  was  exceedingly  downcast,  and  sank  down  in  the  corner 
of  his  car  seat  and  remained  in  a  reverie  all  the  rest  of  that 
day. 

The  next  morning  when  the  train  began  its  run  through  the 
suburbs  of  Chicago,  Young  arose  and  went  forward  to  the 
smoker. 


The  detectives  did  not  follow  him. 

But  time  went  on  and  he  did  not  return. 

Then  Harry  arose  and  went  forward.  Young  was  not  in 
smoker. 

The  young  detective  went  through  to  the  blind  ba^ 
but  not  a  trace  of  Young  could  he  find. 

The  young  detective  wras  astounded. 

He  went  back  to  his  partner,  and  said: 

“Young  is  not  on  the  train.” 

“What?"  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 

“That  is  true.  I  have  been  through  every 
“But  you  must  be  wrong.  He  could  not 
not  slowed  up  anywhere.” 

“I  don’t  care.  He  is  not  aboard  this  train. 

Old  King  Brady  Avent  forward. 

He  saw  that  Harry  was  right.  No  one 
description  was  cn  board  the  train. 

What  did  it  mean? 

How  could  ho  have  got  off? 

The  old  detective  was  very 
Then  his  face  cleared. 

“I  think  I  have  it,”  he  said 
“What?” 

"Young  is  still  on  board  the  train. 
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Harry  was  astonished. 

-Where  is  he?*’  he  asked. 

“He  is  in  disguise.” 

The  young  detective  gasped. 

“That  is  it!”  he  agreed.  ‘‘Why  did  I  not  think  of  it?  He 
is  in  disguise.  Then  he  suspects  us.” 

“Yes.” 

“But  it  also  explains  why  he  was  not  uneasy  at  sight  of  us. 
He  believed  it  easy  enough  to  shake  us.” 

“Just  so.” 

“Now  can  you  tell  me  which  man  in  that  next  car  is  Mr. 
Young?” 

“We  ought  to  know  him  by  his  yellow  traveling  bag.  There 
is  a  man  with  blue  glasses  in  the  third  seat  from  the  door.” 

Harry  was  convinced. 

“It’s  all  right,”  he  said.  “I  can  penetrate  the  disguise  now; 
but  it  was  clever,  was  it  not?” 

“Yes.  The  change  of  personnel  was  as  pretty  a  job  as  I  ever 
saw'.” 

“So  it  w-as!” 

And  thus  the  Bradys  fixed  upon  the  man  with  the  blue 
glasses  as  identical  with  Young,  the  clever  crook. 

In  spite  of  the  cleverness  of  the  disguise  the  detectives  pene¬ 
trated  it.  They  knew  their  man  at  once. 

But  they  were  shrewrd. 

They  took  care  not  to  permit  Young  to  know  that  they  had 
fallen  onto  his  little  game. 

They  kept  out  of  his  sight.  Nearer  the  train  drew  to  the 
Chicago  depot. 

'Young  made  no  attempt  to  leave  the  train  at  any  of  the 
little  stops  before  the  train  entered  the  Lake  Shore  Depot. 

Here  he  got  off  the  train. 

The  Bradys  cleverly  shadowed  him. 

If  he  knewr  it,  he  did  not  show  that  knowiedge.  He  went  at 
once  to  the  Palmer  House. 

Here  he  registered  as  follows: 

“J.  H.  Moore,  New  York  city.”  ' 

Then  he  went  to  his  room  and  retired. 

The  Bradys  were  now  in  a  quandary. 

What  was  to  be  done? 

It  was  plain  that  Young  had  no  intention  of  leaving  the  city 
that  night. 

“There  seems  to  be  but  one  course  for  us,”  said  Harry. 

“What?” 

“Simply  keep  on  his  track  until  we  reach  the  Superior  coun¬ 
try.  Perhaps  we  can  follow  him  right  up  to  the  headquarters 
of  the  gang.” 

But  Old  King  Brady  shook  his  head. 

“That  will  be  hardly  possible,”  he  said. 

“Well,  we  will  go.  as  far  as  we  can.” 

“I  have  been  thinking  of  a  scheme.” 

“What  is  it?”  • 

The  old  detective  slowly  produced  his  plug  of  tobacco  and 
made  his  inevitable  bite  at  it. 

It  was  the  only  time  at  which  he  used  the  weed  in  any  form. 

But  when  confronted  by  a  puzzling  problem  or  in  anything 
of  a  quandary,  he  was  sure  to  resort  to  a  bite  at  the  plug. 

■What  its  effect  could  possibly  be  upon  his  mental  system 
could  only  be  guessed;  but  he  was  almost  sure  forthwith  to 
hit  upon  a  scheme. 

The  present  case  was  no  exception. 

“I  think  it  will  be  possible  to  join  forces  with  the  fellow,” 
ho  said. 

Harry  gave  a  start. 

He  was  sursprised.  .  .  \ 

“How  is  that?”  he  exclaimed.  “How  will  you  do  that?” 

“Easy  enough.  To-morrow  morning  we  will  appear  here  in 
the  cleverest  of  disguises.” 

“Well?” 

“We  have  a  specimen  of  Blaney’s  chirography.  We  will  imi¬ 
tate  it  and  present  to  Young  a  note  from  his  chief  advising 
him  of 'our  character  as  newly  elected  members  of  the  gang.” 

“The  Canada  Gang?” 

“Yes.” 

Harry  was  almost  aghast  with  the  stupendousness  of  the 
scheme. 

“By  jove!”  he  exclaimed.  “Will  not  that  be  playing  with 

fire?” 

“We  must  always  play  with  fire  to  win  a  desperate  game.” 

“That  is  true.  But  what  next?” 

“The  supposed  message  from  Blaney  will  instruct  him  to 
take  us  along  with  him  to  the  Superior  rendezvous.” 

“Whew!  that  is  excellent;  but  when  we  get  there — we  are 
outnumbered  ten  to  one.” 

Chd  King  Brady  snapped  his  fingers. 


“We  can  easily  overcome  that,”  he  said  readily. 

“I  don’t  understand.” 

“Why,  we  will  never  allow  Young  to  join  his  confreres.” 

“But - ” 

“It  is  just  as  easy  as  can  be.  When  within  striking  distance 
of  the  gang,  we  tie  Young  up.  We  then  have  one  of  our  men 
and  the  others  located.  We  will  summon  a  posse  from  the 
nearest  point  and  spring  the  trap  on  them.  The  game  will 
be  won.” 

The  daring  of  the  thing,  and  yet  its  complete  possibility, 
dazzled  the  young  detective. 

“No  use,”  he  said.  “I  can  never  hope  to  equal  you  as  a 
plotter,  partner.  It  is  a  great  scheme.” 

“All  depends  upon - ” 

“What?” 

“Our  ability  and  skill.” 

“I  will  do  all  I  can.” 

“I  know  that.  Now  let  us  go  to  our  room  and  prepare  tha\ 
forged  message.” 

The  Bradys  at  once  were  shown  to  a  room  in  the  hotel. 
They  called  for  pens,  ink  and  paper,  and  at  once  began  work. 

Old  King  Brady,  with  all  his  other  accomplishments,  was  a 
clever  penman  as  well  as  artist. 

It  did  not  take  him  long  to  master  the  peculiarities  of  Bla¬ 
ney’s  chirography. 

After  an  hour’s  practice  he  was  able  to  imitate  it  com¬ 
pletely.  • 

The  message  was  written. 

The  detectives  next  planned  their  disguise. 

They  were  masters  at  this  art,  and  soon  had  effectually  con¬ 
cealed  their  personal  identity. 

With  the  aid  of  cosmetics  and  a  complexion  and  hair  stain, 
which,  however,  a  simple  soap  would  quickly  remove,  they 
made  themselves  over. 

So  that  when  they  appeared  in  the  lobby  of  the  Palmer 
House  the  next  day  they  were  beyond  recognition. 

They  paid  their  bill  and  then  sat  in  the  office  for  a  while. 

They  saw  Young  come  down  for  breakfast.  After  he  came 
out  Old  King  Brady  went  up  to  the,  clerk’s  desk. 

“Does  Mr.  Richard  Young  have  a  room  here?”  he  asked,  in 
a  voice  loud  enough  for  the  noted  crook  to  hear. 


CHAPTER  III. 

ON  THE  LAKES. 

Precisely  what  Old  King  Brady  had  expected  and  desired 
happened. 

The  clerk  looked  over  his  book. 

“No,  sir,”  he  replied.  “No  such  person  here.” 

“Thank  you.” 

Young  had  overheard  the  remarks.  He  had  turned  and 
fixed  his  gaze  upon  the  old  detective. 

Old  King  Brady  joined  Harry. 

He  again  raised  his  voice. 

“Blaney  was  off  in  his  calculations,”  he  said.  “Young  ought 
to  be  here  now.  He  is  behind  time.” 

This  settled  it. 

Young  walked  forward  and  accosted  the  detectives. 

“Who  are  you  locking  for?”  he  asked. 

Old  King  Brady  feigned  suspicion, 
j  “Nobody  in  particular,”  he  said. 

“Yes,  you  are.  I  heard  you  ask  the  clerk  for  a  man  by  the 
name  of  Young.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  furtively  at  the  crook. 

“What  of  it?”  he  growled.  “He  ain’t  here.  What’s  that  to 
you?” 

Young  smiled,  and  it  was  plain  that  he  was  disarmed. 

“That’s  all  right,  boys,”  he  said.  “Did  Blaney  send  you 
here?” 

Old  King  Brady  was  still  suspicious. 

“Who  are  you?”  he  asked. 

“I  am  the  man  you  are  looking  for.” 

“You?” 

‘♦Yes.” 

The  detective  feigned  incredulity. 

“Are  you  stopping  here?” 

“Yes.  I  was  to  have  met  Blaney  here;  but  he  is  gone.  Fear¬ 
ing  trouble  I  registered  under  another  name.  Now  what  can 
I  do  for  you,  boys?” 

Both  dbtectives  affected  delight. 

“Well,  we’re  in  luck  to  find  ye,”  said  Harry.  “We’ve  got  a 

message  from  Bill  for  ye.” 
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Young  was  interested. 

‘‘What  is  it?”  he  asked. 

"Here  it  is.” 

Young  took  the  forged  message  and  read  it  with  apparent 
interest.  For  some  moments  he  was  silent. 

Then  he  said: 

“All  right,  boys.  We  will  start  at  once.  I’ll  first  settle  my 
bill.” 

Young  went  up  to  the  desk  and  settled  his  bill.  Then  he 
took  his  yellow  bag  and  joined  the  detectives. 

In  the  message  their  names  had  been  mentioned  as  Bill  Har¬ 
low  and  Jeff  Smith. 

“Now,  lads,”  said  Young  in  a  fraternizing  way,  “my  plan  is 
as  follows:  We  will  take  the  cars  to  Marquette,  on  the  shores 
of  Lake  Superior.  I  have  there  a  small  steam  launch.  In  this 
we  will  run  across  to  the  Canada  shore.” 

“All  right,  boss,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  are  under  or¬ 
ders.” 

"Have  you  any  money  for  your  tickets?” 

“Y-yes,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  hesitatingly.  “I  suppose  we 
must  pay  our  own  fare.” 

“Well,”  said  Young  with  a  grin,  “you’ll  have  to  see  Bill  about 
that.  Now  to  see  about  the  trains.” 

This  did  not  take  long. 

It  was  found  that  a  train  would  leave  for  Milwaukee  within 
the  hour. 

So  the  three  started  for  the  depot.  A  short  while  later  they 
were  en  route  for  Marquette. 

The  Bradys  played  their  hand  with  consummate  skill. 

They  certainly  deceived  Young  in  a  most  thorough  manner. 

They  asked  all  manner  of  questions  about  the  gang  and  its 
headquarters,  and  learned  much  of  value. 

Not  far  from  the  mouth  of  the  Nigigon  River  there  was  a 
chain  of  wooded  islands. 

The  Indian  name  of  these  was  Umbagoniac.  Among  these 
islands,  and  in  the  fastnesses  of  an  unexplored  wilderness,  the 
Canada  Gang  made  their  home. 

“We  can  defy  the  world,”  declared  Young.  “We  tear  no¬ 
body.  We  can  hide  where  they  will  never  find  us.  Or,  if  they 
should,  we  could  defend  our  position  against  an  army.” 

“Your  retreat  must  be  almost  impregnable,”  said  Harry. 

“You  will  see  when  you  get  there,”  said  Young. 

As  for  the  Bradys,  they  felt  that  this  could  be  none  too 
soon. 

Their  success  thus  far  was  very  gratifying.  Nothing  could 
have  worked  better. 

It  is  a  long  trip  from  Chicago  to  Marquette,  Michigan;  but 
finally  they  reached  that  enterprising  city. 

They  v/ere  novr  in  the  land  of  lumber  and  copper  mines. 
This  was  one  of  the  richest  sections  of  Uncle  Sam’s  great  do¬ 
main. 

Arrived  in  Marquette,  Young  wasted  no  time. 

He  found  his  launch  intact,  and  the  party  went  aboard  it. 
It  was  a  small  craft  and  required  only  a  small  crew. 

“As  long  as  you  fellows  are  with  me,  I’ll  hire  no  'crew,”  he 
said.  “Do  either  of  you  know'  anything  about  an  engine?” 

“I  do,”  replied  Oid  King  Brady.  "I  can  run  the  boat  all 
right.” 

“Good!  Then  I’ll  place  her  in  your  hands,”  said  Young 
with  delight.  “The  boss  made  a  good  bargain  when  he  enlisted 
you  chaps.” 

“DodT  be  too  sure,”  said  Harry,  with  a  laugh.  “You  don’t 
know  us  very  well  yet.” 

“You’re  all  right,”  declared  Young.  “You  suit  me.” 

The  bunkers  of  the  little  craft  were  filled  with  coal. 

Provisions  enough  for  the  cruise  were  already  on  board; 
so  the  start  was  made. 

The  sail  across  Lake  Superior  was  no  light  matter.  The 
little  launch  was  stiff  and  seaworthy,  but  the  wind  blew  hard 
from  the  north,  and  made  progress  slow. 

At  night  the  Bradys  slept  in  the  small  forward  cabin,  each 
taking  a  turn  at  the  engine  and  the  steering  gear,  which  was 
so  arranged  that  one  man  could  do  both. 

Young  made  his  quarters  in  the  cabin  amidships. 

In  due  time,  however,  by  holding  to  their  course  they  came 
in  sight  of  the  Canadian  shore. 

Young  went  out  on  deck  with  his  glass,  and  scanned  the 
distant  land. 

“There  are  the  Umbagoniac  Islands,”  he  declared.  “Set 
your  course  for  them,  lads.” 

“Will  the  gang  be  there?"  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Oh,  no!”  replied  the  wary  Young.  “They  are  inland.  We 
will  hang  around  the  islands  until  we  can  get  word  to  them.” 

“Then  some  of  them  will  be  apt  to  see  us?" 

“That  is  it.  You  see,  the  islands  are  not  the  regular  ren¬ 


dezvous.  That  is  far  in  the  interior.  I’ll  take  you  up  there 
after  we  get  ashore.” 

The  Bradys  had  now  arrived  at  a  critical  stage  of  the  game. 

They  hardly  knew  just  what  to  do. 

But  for  the  certainty  that  the  bogus  message  would  expose 
them,  they  would  have  gladly  seized  the  opportunity  to  affiliate 
with  the  gang. 

But  the  very  first  meeting  of  Young  with  Blaney  would 
certainly  betray  them. 

This  would  never  do. 

Yet  they  had  not  gained  the  end  which  they  desired. 

They  had  not  as  yet  gained  a  certain  knowledge  of  the  exact 
location  of  the  gang. 

They  had  gained  no  more  than  others  had  before  them,  and 
those  others  had  been  baffled. 

So  altogether  the  Bradys  were  in  by  no  means  a  satisfied 
frame  of  mind;  yet  it  would  never  do  to  let  Young  go  ashore 
or  leave  them. 

Every  possible  artifice  was  used  to  gain  from  him  an  exact 
knowledge  of  the  outlaws’  hiding  place. 

What  his  reason  was  they  could  not  guess,  but  he  would 
not  tell  them. 

“I’ll  take  you  there  -when  we  go  ashore,”  he  said.  “I  can’t 
tell  you  so  that  you  would  know.” 

Of  course  the  detectives  did  not  dare  to  carry  the  inquisition 
too  far. 

They  were  obliged  to  assume  an  air  of  careless  indifference. 
This  very  fact  thwarted  them. 

It  was  dark  when  the  Alice,  which  was  the  name  of  the 
launch,  hove  to  under  the  lee  of  one  of  the  islands. 

The  anchor  was  put  out. 

Then  the  evening  meal  was  prepared. 

“The  signal  is  a  red  and  blue  light,”  said  Young,  bringing  a 
colored  lantern  out  of  the  cabin.  “We  will  put  it  out  and  per¬ 
haps  we’ll  hear  from  them  before  morning.  If  not,  we’ll  drop 
down  to  Copper  Creek  to-morrow,” 

“Where  is  that?”  asked  Harry,  with  affected  carelessness. 

“Oh.  down  the  coast  a  ways.  Now  I’m  going  to  turn  in.  If 
you  get  a  hail  from  the  shore,  call  me.” 

“All  right,”  agreed  the  detectives. 

And  Young  turned  in  and  was  soon  fast  asleep. 

The  detectives  sat  down  in  the  pit  of  the  little  engine-room 
to  discuss  the  situation. 

“It  looks  rather  dubious  for  us,”  said  Harry.  “If  we  stay 
here  we  will  surely  be  visited  by  a  delegation  of  the  gang.” 

“That  is  sure.” 

“That  lantern  may  bring  some  of  them  out  here  to-nighi.” 

Old  King  Brady  reached  over  and  closed  the  lantern  slide. 

“That  stops  it,”  he  said.  “We  can’t  afford  to  take  any  of 
those  kind  of  chances.  I  see  no  other  way  but  to  spring  the 
trap  on  Young  right  here.” 

“Yes;  but  so  far  as  gaining  anything  goes  we  might  just  as 
well  have  done  that  in  Chicago.” 

“That  is  true.” 

“And  if  we  arrest  him — what  are  we  going  to  do  with  him?” 

"We  would  have  to  take  him  to  Marquette." 

Neither  of  the  detectives  liked  the  outlook.  Their  plans  had 
not  worked  at  all  as  they  hoped. 

They  had  believed  that  there  would  be  little  difficulty  in 
getting  possession  of  facts  which  would  enable  them  to  spring 
a  surprise  on  the  gang  at  an  early  moment. 

But  the  curious  reticence  of  Young  had  foiled  them. 

Sometimes  I  think  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  cut  loose 
right  here,”  said  Oid  King  Brady.  “Leave  the  yacht  and 
Young,  and  plunge  right  into  the  wilderness.” 

“Why  not  keep  hold  of  Young?  It  will  be  one  bird  secured.” 

“We  will  have  to  take  him  to  Marquette.”  • 

“Yes;  but  then - ” 

The  sentence  was  never  finished.  Before  the  Bradys  could 
decide  upon  a  plan  of  action  a  startling  thing  occurred. 

From  the  gloom  of  the  lake's  placid  surface  came  the  dip 
of  paddles  and  a  gruff  voice: 

“Where’s  your  signal?  It's  the  Alice,  all  right.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

WORKING  FOR  POINTS. 

For  one  moment  the  detectives  were  almost  like  men  petri¬ 
fied.  Startling,  indeed,  was  the  realization  which  had  come 
upon  them. 

The  signal,  briefly  as  it  had  been  exposed,  had  been  seen. 
The  outlaws  had  come  out  from  the  shore  to  visit  the  launch. 
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The  Bradys  were  trapped. 

Tor  a  moment  desperate  expedients  suggested  themselves  to 
the  two  detectives;  but  only  for  a  moment. 

The  next  instant  a  rowboat  shot  up  alongside  the  launch, 
and  a  half  dozen  bearded,  rough-looking  villains  sprang  onto 

her  deck. 

A  sudden  thought  came  to  Old  King  Brady. 

It  might  be  that  their  leader,  Blaney,  was  not  with  this 
party.  In  that  case  they  were  temporarily  safe. 

A  wolfish-looking  fellow’  sprang  into  the  engine-room  and 
glared  at  the  two  detectives. 

"Who  are  you?”  he  roared,  with  an  oath. 

"We  are  the  crew  of  this  boat,”  replied  Harry,  quietly.  “My 
name  is  Harlow,  and  this  man’s  name  is  Smith.  Now,  who  are 
you?” 

“Eh?”  grunted  the  villain.  “You’re  a  greenhorn  about  here 
I  take  it.  Everybody  from  Manitoba  to  Port  Huron  know/s  me. 
I’m  Dave  Hibbard.” 

“Never  heard  of  you  before,”  said  Harry,  coolly.  “What  do 
you  want?” 

“Ain’t  this  the  Alice?” 

“That's  the  name  of  this  craft.” 

“Who's  on  board?” 

“We’ve  brought  Mr.  Young  from  Marquette.” 

At  this  Hibbard  leered  at  the  detectives. 

“Do  you  know  where  you  are,  and  what  you’ve  come  to?” 
he  asked.  "No  man  can  carry  tales  out  of  this  country. 
There’s  no  going  back  for  you.” 

“That’s  all  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We’re  under  or¬ 
ders.” 

Hibbard’s  eyes  opened  wide. 

"Is  that  so?”  he  said,  slowly.  “Recruits,  eh?  I’ll  see  Young 
about  it.”  *  •  ' 

“Here  he  is,”  cried  that  worthy  himself,  leaping  down  into 
the  pit.  “Dave,  here’s  tw’O  able  men  that  the  boss  picked  up 
in  Chicago.  I’ve  got  his  letter  of  recommendation  here.” 

The  Bradys  breathed  easier. 

Things  wrere  coming  their  way. 

Blaney  wras  not  present. 

The  forgery  of  the  message  would  not  be  detected  at  once. 
There  was  yet  a  chance  for  them. 

At  this  they  grew’  bolder,  and  began  to  seek  affiliation  with 
Hibbard.  The  detectives  played  their  hands  well. 

Finally  the  crook,  Young,  turned  and  asked: 

“Where  is  Blaney?” 

“He  is  up  at  Copper  Creek.” 

“Ah,  has  there  been  trouble  up  there?” 

“You  bet!  That  young  cub  of  a  Weldon  Smith,  who  is  trying 
to  rescue  his  sweetheart,  got  into  camp  the  other  night  and 
shot  two  men,  and  then  got  away.” 

Young  whistled  shrilly. 

“The  deuce  you  say!  And  aren’t  any  of  you  fellows  smart 
enough  to  catch  him?”  - 


“Make  a  prisoner  of  him?” 

**  y  0g#  ** 

“And  then - ” 

“Then  we  will  confine  him  in  the  forward  cabin.  To-morrow 
we  will  run  the  yacht  slowly  along  the  shore  until  we  reach 
Black  Point.” 

“But  how  will  we  know  what  pbjce  that  is?” 

“I  think  I  can  locate  it  from  the  description  given  me  by 
Young.  We  will  anchor  there  and  put  out  the  signal  for  the 
gang.  ” 

“Whew!  Won’t  that  be  risky?” 

“Of  course.  They  will  come  out  to  the  yacht.  We  will  then 
give  them  a  message  from  Young  to  Blaney,  telling  him  to 
come  aboard  the  Alice  and  meet  him  at  the  island  on  very 
important  business.” 

“A  decoy?” 

“Just  so.” 

“Whew!  If  it  works - ” 

“It  will  work.” 

“I  believe  it  will.  If  we  can  get  Blaney  on  board  the  yacht 
the  game  is  ours.” 

“Indeed  it  is.” 

The  detectives  spent  some  time  in  fully  elaborating  this 
scheme. 

“We  will  have  the  ringleaders,”  said  Harry;  “but  how  about 
the  prisoners?” 

Old  King  Brady  smiled  grimly. 

“They  will  be  bound  to  obey  a  message  from  Blaney,”  he 
said.  “We  can  return  here  with  orders  from  him  to  place 
the  prisoners  aboard  this  yacht.  Then  we  can  sail  away  in 
triumph.  Without  Blaney  and  Young  the  Canada  Gang  will 
go  to  pieces.”  .  ' 

Harry  was  delighted. 

It  looked  like  a  sure  thing.  He  could  not  see  the  possibility 
of  failure. 

"They  can’t  beat  us,”  he  declared.  “We  will  win  the  case.” 

“I  hope  so.” 

The  detectives  prepared  for  action.  They  waited  their 
chance,  and  were  soon  assured  that  Young  was  asleep. 

Then  they  slipped  silently  into  his  cabin.  In  an  instant 
Harry  pinioned  his  arms,  while  Old  King  Brady  bound  him. 

Young  awoke  with  astonishment  and  fury. 

“Help!  What  are  you  doing?  V/ hat’s  all  this?”  he  roared. 
“Hey,  you.  imps  of  Satan,  let  go  of  me!  1  don’t  feel  like  being 
made  a  fool  of!” 

“Bo  still,  you  scoundrel,  or  we’ll  tie  your  mouth  up,”  said 
Old  King  Brady,  sternly. 

Something  like  a  realization  of  the  truth  began  to  dawn 
upon  the  dazed  villain. 

“Eh?  What’s  this?”  he  spluttered,  fiercely.  “You  dare  to 
lay  hands  on  me,  Harlow?  I  believe  it  is  foul  treachery!  Who 
are  you?” 


"He  is  like  a  weasel.” 

“Well,  that  is  not  so  very  bad.  He  didn’t  rescue  the  girl?” 

“Oh,  no;  but,  you  see,  now  we’ve  got  to  break  camp  there. 
The  vigilants  will  be  hot  after  us.  We’ve  got  to  get  out  of 
Copper  Creek.” 

“That’s  bad.  Why  didn’t  somebody  kill  the  young  cub?” 

“He’s  slippery,  I  tell  you.” 

The  detectives  heard  all  this  with  interest. 

They  remembered  that  Weldon  Smith  was  the  young  lover 
of  Alice  Maynard,  who  had  remained  in  the  woods  under  oath 
to  rescue  her  or  exterminate  the  Canada  Gang. 

Certainly  his  first  stroke  had  been  a  fierce  one. 

He  had  killed  two  of  the  outlaws,  and  compelled  them  to 
break  camp.  Mentally  the  Bradys  reflected  that  they  would 
like  to  meet  that  young  man. 

Hibbard  and  Young  now  retired  and  engaged  in  a  lengthy 
consultation. 

Then  the  outlaws  took  their  leave. 

After  they  had  gone  Young  came  to  the  engine  pit  and  said: 

“We’ll  turn  in  and  have  some  sleep  now.  To-morrow  we  11 
run  down  to  Black  Point,  just  below  here,  and  I  think  I  can 
find  Blaney  down  there.  He  may  have  some  work  for  you.” 

With  this  he  retired  to  his  cabin.  The  detectives  felt  much 
relieved  and  even  elated. 

The  outlook  had  changed. 

-  Old  King  Brady  had  been  doing  some  thinking.  He  was 
now  ready  to  elaborate  a  plan  of  action. 

The  scheme  was  most  certainly  a  daring  one. 

Harry'  thrilled  with  excitement  as  he  listened  to  it. 

"Wo  will  wait  until  our  friend  Richard  Young  is  asleep,” 
ga.e  v  e  old  detective,  “then  we  will  step  in  to  his  state¬ 
room  and  gag  and  bind  him.” 


"You  will  find  out  in  due  time,”  said  Old  King  Brady  in  a 
voice  of  steel.  “Now  I  want  you  to  keep  quiet  or  it  will  he 
the  worse  for  you.” 

Bound  and  helpless,  Young  was  bound  to  subside. 

He  lay  on  his  back  glaring  fiercely  at  the  detectives  in  the 
dim  light.  He  was  plainly  puzzled. 

“By  thunder!”  he  finally  gasped.  “To  think  that  I  should 
be  so  easily  fooled!  You  played  your  cards  well!  I  know  you 
now.  You  are  the  Bradys.  You  fooled  me  in  good  shape.” 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “it  is  true  that  we  have  the 
;  upper  hand  just  now;  but  I  advise  you  to  keep  quiet.” 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  with  me?”  asked  the  crook. 

“At  present  I  am  going  to  leave  you  right  here.  If  you  make 
tco  much  racket  we  will  dump  you  overboard.” 

The  villain  grinned. 

“Cunning,  aren't  you?”  he  said,  with  a  sneer;  “but  I  guess 
you  don’t  know  what  you’re  up  against.  You  can  never  get 
away  from  here.  Our  men  are  everywhere,  and  we  have  faster 
boats  than  this  one.” 

“We  shall  see,”  said  0)d  King  Brady,  grimly. 

With  this  the  two  detectives  cast  themselves  down  beside 
tbeir  prisoner  to  get  some  much  needed  rest. 

Before  daybreak,  however,  they  were  astir,  and  had  slipped 
their  anchor  and  let  the  Alice  slowly  make  her  way  down 
through  the  narrows. 

When  day  broke  they  were,  some  miles  from  their  stopping 
place  of  the  night  before. 

They  now  kept  a  lookout  for  the  point  of  land  known  as 
Black  Point. 

Old  King  Brady  devised  a  written  message,  which  read  as 
follows : 
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‘‘Dear  Blaney:  For  certain  reasons,  which  I  will  explain 
later,  1  remain  on  this  island.  I  Have  the  stuff  all  safe  here, 
and  I  send  the  Alice  down  by  two  boatmen  to  bring  you  up 
here.  Come  alone  and  keep  dark.  There  are  hounds  of  the 
law  after  us.  Yours,  Dick  Young.” 

Both  detectives  knew  that  there  was  plenty  of  possibility  of 
the  failure  of  their  game. 

Blaney  might  distrust  the  message  or  its  import,  and  come 
out  with  a  number  of  the  gang  to  investigate. 

If,  however,  he  fell  into  the  trap  easily,  as  they  hoped,  the 
detectives  could  congratulate  themselves. 

They  finally  came  to  a  long,  jutting  point  of  ledge  which 
made  far  out  into  the  lake. 

That  this  was  Black  Point  they  felt  satisfied. 

They  hove  to  in  a  little  bay,  and  set  out  the  signals. 

Hours  passed  and  there  was  no  sign  of  life  on  the  shore. 

It  was  as  much  an  unbroken  wilderness  as  in  the  days  when 
the  savages  roamed  its  fastnesses. 

But  just  as  the  sun  began  to  decline  in  the  west  Old  King 
Brady,  who  was  on  deck,  cried  excitedly: 

“Here  they  come,  Harry.  Now  for  the  game.” 


CHAPTER  V. 

DEFEAT. 

A  boat  containing  four  armed  men  shot  out  from  a  little  bay 
in  the  shore  line.  ^ 

'Miese  men  were  of  ruffianly  type,  wearing  slouch  hats  and 
red  shirts  of  flannel,  after  the  manner  of  the  woodcutters  of 
tho  North. 

They  carried  a  signal  flag  in  the  bow  of  the  boat. 

It  was  similar  to  the  one  on  board  the  Alice. 

Straight  for  the  little  yacht  they  rapidly  rowed. 

Not  until  within  hailing  distance  did  they  rest  on  their  oars. 

Then  one  of  their  number  called: 

“Hello!  Hello!” 

“Hello!”  answered  Old  King  Brady. 

“Is  that  the  Alice?” 

“Yes  ” 

“Who’s  aboard?” 

“Tom  Smith  and  Jack  Harlow.” 

“We  don’t  know  ye.” 

“We  have  a  message  from  Dick  Young  for  Blaney.” 

The  rowboat  at  once  drew  nearer  to  the  yacht. 

The  spokesman,  a  burly  fellow  with  a  beard,  stood  up  in 
the  bow  and  looked  curiously  at  the  detectives. 

Soon  the  boat  was  alongside. 

The  fellow  jumped  aboard. 

Old  King  Brady  rn£t  him. 

“Where  are  the  others?”  asked  the  fellow  sharply. 

“Whom  do  you  mean?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  with  af¬ 
fected  surprise. 

“Are  you  the  only  two  jays  aboard  this  ’ere  boat?” 

“Not  at  present.  You  are  here,”  replied  the  detective,  coolly. 

“Oh,  don’t  be  funny!  Where  is  Young?”  asked  the  fellow 

testily. 

“I-Ie  is  back  on  the  island.” 

“What  did  ye  come  down  here  aftef?” 

“Wo  have  a  message  for  Blaney,  and  you  want  to  deliver 
it  quick.  We  are  to  wait  for  an  answer.” 

The  fellow’s  manner  changed. 

“Oh,  that’s  it,  eh?”  he  exclaimed.  “Ail  right,  boss!  Weil 
take  it  right  over  to- him.” 

“When  may  we  expect  an  answer?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 
“Young  is  in  a  mighty  hurry.” 

“Kain’t  say,”  replied  the  outlaw;  “but  I’ll  deliver  it  to  Bla¬ 
ney  within  an  hour.  I  say,  ye’re  new  men  in  the  gang,  ain’t 
ye?  When  did  ye  jine?” 

“Young  brought  us  uo  from  Chicago  with  him.  He  has 
been  in  the  same  line  with  us  for  a  loug  time.” 

“Oh,  that  s  it.  Waal,  I  11  bring  ye  an  answer  as  soon  as  I 
kin.  Como  ashore  some  time  an'  we’ll  break  ye  into  the  ways 
of  the  gang.” 

Old  King  Brady  affected  delight. 

“That’s  jest  what  we  want  to  do,”  he  said.  “You’ll  hear 
from  us  before  long.” 

“I  hope  so.  Good-day.” 

“Good-day.  My  name  is  Harlow.” 

“An’  mine  is  Pete  Humphries.” 

The  four  boatmen  rowed  aw  a}  to  the  shore. 


The  detectives  dodged  into  the  cabin  and  shook  bands  v  Uh 

delight. 

“If  Blaney  only  takes  the  bait.” 

“It  looks  a  sure  thing.” 

“Yes.” 

“We’ll  have  the  game.” 

“For  a  sure  thing.” 

On  the  strength  of  this  Old  King  Brady  cooked  up  an  appe¬ 
tizing  meal,  and  the  detectives  opened  a  bottle  of  wine. 

All  this  while  in  an  inner  cabin  the  villain,  Young,  closely 
gagged  and  bound,  had  helplessly  listened  to  all. 

Old  King  Brady  now  carried  him  in  some  food  and  loosened 
tho  gag. 

“Well,  my  friend,”  said  the  old  detective,  smilingly,  “we 
hope  to  have  the  pleasure  of  presenting  your  partner,  Blaney, 
to  you  very  shortly.” 

“Blame  you!”  gritted  the  villain,  with  choleric  fury.  “I’Ll 
get  even  with  you  for  this  if  it  takes  a  thousand  years.” 

“I  hardly  think  we’ll  any  of  us  be  here  in  fifty  yearfe  from 
now,”  said  the  cid  detective,  with  grim  humor;  “but  I  pray 
you  be  eaim.” 

This,  however,  only  made  Young  the  more  furious. 

But  his  wrath  was  futile.  He  was  completely  helpless. 

However,  he  was  not  so  angry  as  to  have  wholly  lost  his  ap* 
petite. 

He  devoured  the  food  brought  him  by  the  detectives  in 
ravenous  fashion. 

Darkness  soon  settled  down  over  the  water. 

The  detectives  set  the  signal  lantern,  and  kept  a  careful 
watch  of  the  shore. 

And  so  it  happened  that  presently  they  detected  a  glimmer 
of  light  far  away  toward  the  point. 

Then  the  signal  light  was  seen. 

A  boat  was  coming  out  again  to  the  yacht. 

Once  more  Young  was  gagged.  This  time  the  detectives  de¬ 
cided  that  it  was  safer  to  put  him  in  the  little  hold  forward. 

If  a  search  of  the  yacht  was  by  any  means  made,  they  wrould 
hardly  look  for  any  one  in  his  place. 

The  Bradys  now  went  on  deck  and  Avaited  for  the  boat. 

Soon  the  splash  of  the  oars  could  be  heard,  and  then  it  came 
swiftly  alongside. 

“Hello,  Harlow!”  shouted  a  voice,  which  Old  King  Brady 
knew  to  be  that  of  Humphries. 

“Plello.  Pete!”  returned  the  old  detective,  familiarly.  “Make 
fast  and  come  aboard.”  > 

The  rowboat  wj.s  now  against  the  yacht,  and  Humphries 
sprang  aboard. 

The  yacht’s  lantern  showed  three  other  rowers  and  a  man 
with  muffled  face  in  the  stern. 

This  man  now  stood  up. 

“All  right,  Humphries?”  he  asked,  in  an  authoritative  voice. 

“All  right,  boss.” 

Then  the  man  in  the  cloak  stepped  over  the  rail.  He  lifted 
the  drooping  brim  of  his  hat  and  showed  hard-set  features  to 
the  detectives. 

“Ah,  my  hearties,”  he  said,  bluffly,  “Young  sent  ye  down 
here  after  me,  did  he?” 

“Aye,  sir,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“He  is  at  the  island?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why  the  devil  didn’t  he  come  down  here  also?”  asked  the 
leader  of  the  Canada  gang,  with  a  tinge  of  curiosity. 

Old  King  Brady  bowed. 

“Ye  must  ask  him  that,”  he  said.  “We  are  under  orders.”' 

Blaney  seemed  satisfied. 

“All  right,”  he  said.  “Take  a  look  over  the  boat,  Pete,  and 
see  if  everything  is  all  right.” 

Blaney  stood  by  the  rail  and  continued  to  ply  Old  King  Brady 
with  questions. 

But  Harry  went  with  Humphries,  and  they  stopped  long 
enough  in  the  cabin  to  open  a  bottle  of  brandy. 

When  they  returned  to  the  deck,  Humphries  bowed  and  said: 

“Everything  is  ship-shape  on  board,  sir.” 

“Very  well,”  replied  Blaney,  lightly.  “Cast  off  and  go  back 
to  camp.  See  that  you  keep  all  secure  there  until  I  return.” 

“All  right,  sir.” 

The  boat  cast  off,  and  was  rowed  away  into  the  darkness. 

Old  King  Brady  sprang  into  the  engine  pit  and  began  to  grt 
up  steam. 

Blaney  paced  the  deck. 

“Get  a  move  on.”  he  finally  growled.  "This  is  a  queer 
wrinkle  of  Dick's,  anyway.  I  must  bo  back  here  in  tho  morn* 

ing.” 

“We’ll  do  the  trick,  sir,”  cried  Old  Iviug  Brady.  “Have  no 
l’car  of  that” 
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Soon  the  Alice  was  speeding  along  shore. 

1  harry  came  up  out  of  the  cabin,  and  said  obsequiously: 

"Your  stateroom  is  all  ready,  sir,  if  you  wish  to  retire.” 

Blaney  bowed  and  walked  into  the  cabin. 

The  time  for  action  ha-d  come. 

Tlie  detectives  were  ready. 

Harry  stepped  silently  up  behind  the  outlaw  and  threw  his 
arms  about  him.  Old  King  Brady  appeared  In  front  and  held  a 
pistol  muzzle  against  Blaney’s  skull. 

‘  You  are  a  prisoner,”  said  the  detective  in  a  voice  of  steel. 
“Make  the  slightest  move  and  you  die.” 

The  face  of  the  outlaw  was  gray  and  ghastly. 

A  gurgling  cry  escaped  his  lips. 

"Devils!  It  is  a  trap,”  he  cried.  “Hands  off!  I’ll  have  you 
flayed  alive  for  this.” 

"Not  this  time,”  said  01d%King  Brady,  grimly. 

The  outlaw  leader  struggled  fiercely;  but  the  odds  were  too 
great,  and  h  ewas  overcome  and  handcuffs  slipped  onto  his 

wrists. 

He  was  a  prisoner. 

He  was  left  in  the  cabin  bound  hand  and  foot.  The  detect¬ 
ives  w'ere  exultant.  Success  had  rewarded  their  efforts. 

They  were  out  on  deck. 

“Whew!”  exclaimed  Harry.  “He  made  a  good  tussle.  He  is 
strong;  but  now  what  is  the  move?” 

"Our  proper  plan  is  to  go  to  Marquette  and  jail  the  birds.” 

“That  -will  take  time.” 

“True  enough;  but  I  see  no  other  way.” 

“It  is  a  pity  that  we  have  no  safe  place  about  here  to  secrete 
the  prisoners.  We  might  go  back  and  work  this  game  on  Pete 
Humphries  for  the  delivery  of  the  prisoners.” 

Old  King  Brady  knit  his  brows. 

He  realized  that  the  young  detective  was  right.  It  was  a 
golden  opportunity.  WTith  delay  it  might  be  lost. 

But  how  could  it  be  accomplished?” 

That  was  the  question.  ,v 

It  would  take  time  to  return  from  Marquette. 

By  that  time  the  gang  would  be  almost  sure  to  have  discov¬ 
ered  the  trick. 

Then  all  would  be  up. 

For  a  long  time  Old  King  Brady  pondered  the  matter. 

Finally  his  face  lit  up. 

It  can  be  done,”  he  cried. 

“Ah,  you  have  a  plan?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  is  it?” 

The  old  detective  produced  his  inevitable  plug  of  tobacco. 

He  slowly  bit  off  a  piece. 

“Well,”  he  said,  finally,  “there  are  any  number  of  these 
islands  hereabouts.  I  don’t  see  why  we  can’t  hide  these  ras¬ 
cals  somewhere  in  some  cave  or  out-of-the-way  place.” 

“We  can  return  for  them  later.  Securely  handcuffed  and 
bound  they  cannot  easily  escape.” 

“Of  course  we  can,”  agreed  Harry.  “I  am  in  favor  of  it.” 

The  Alice  was  now  steamed  ahead  faster.  A  moon  came  up 
and  made  the  wTaters  bright  and  clear. 

Soon  the  little  cluster  of  island  was  reached. 

There  was  little  chance  to  carry  out  their  proojoct  that  night, 
however. 

-  ^ 

CHAPTER  VI. 

IS  THE  POWER  OF  THE  ENEMY. 

Morning  dawned  bright  and  clear.  The  detectives  ran  the 
little  launch  into  a  small  bay. 

Then  they  anchored  her  and  went  ashore  on  one  of  the 
Islands. 

There  seemed  little  danger  incurred  in  this,  for  the  place 
was  wild  and  apparently  deserted. 

The  prisoners  were  safely  locked  in  the  cabin. 

The  defectives  did  not  intend  to  go  far  out  of  sight.  They 
made  all  these  arrangements  and  went  ashore. 

The  island  was  rocky  and  for  vegetation  had  only  a  number 
of  larch  and  spruce  trees,  and  thick  beds  of  moss. 

The  detectives  took  care  to  make  careful  quest  for  a  covert 
or  place  of  biding.  \ 

Their  efforts  were  finally  rewarded  with  success. 

A  capital  niche  in  the  ledge  was  found  where  the  prisoners 
rr,  ](•  he  left  safely  and  concealed  from  view  by  means  of  a 
heavy  slab  of  rock. 

w  ‘‘This  Is  the  proper  place,”  declared  Old  King  Brady.  “Let 
vr.  vo  back  a  raj  get  them,  Harry.” 

“All  right.' 


The  detectives  started  back  for  the  yacht. 

They  slid  down  the  great  ledges  to  the  shore;  but  as  they 
came  in  sight  of  the  launch  both  paused  in  dismay  and  horror. 

Too  late  they  repented  having  left  the  Alice  unguarded. 

Around  a  small  headland  a  rowboat  had  shot  into  view. 

It  contained  six  armed  men.  That  they  were  of  the  Canada 
Gang  there  was  no  doubt. 

Moreover  they  were  rowing  straight  for  the  launch. 

“My  soul!”  gasped  Harry.  “The  game  is  up,  partner.” 

Old  King  Brady’3  inscrutable  features  never  relaxed  a 
muscle. 

“We  must  beat  them,”  he  said  grimly. 

“We  can’t  do  it.” 

“There  is  no  such  word.  Get  into  the  boat  lively.” 

Harry  needed  no  second  bidding. 

lie  leaped  into  the  boat  and  Old  King  Brady  pushed  on.  The 
two  Bradys  bent  to  the  oars. 

A  yell  went  up  from  the  outlaws. 

They  headed  directly  for  the  launch  to  cut  the  detectives  off. 

“Pull,  Harry,”  gritted  Old  King  Brady.  “Keep  the  launch 
between  us.” 

A  couple  of  bullets  came  skipping  over  the  water. 

But  the  Bradys  did  not  heed  these. 

They  managed  to  keep  the  hull  of  the  launch  between  them 
and  the  outlaws. 

There  was  not  the  slightest  possibility  that  these  villains 
were  coming  knowingly  to  the  rescue  of  their  two  ringleaders. 

It  was  only  a  small  gang  of  villains  out  looking  for  prey. 

To  them  the  launch  looked  to  be  such. 

Never  in  their  lives  had  the  detectives  pulled  as  hard. 

Nearer  they  drew  to  the  launch;  but  the  six  outlaws  had 
gained  on  them. 

Old  King  Brady  knew  what  it  meant  to  give  up  the  launch 
and  the  two  prisoners. 

“We  must  get  there  if  vie  have  to  fight  for  it!”  he  gritted. 

And  now  the  boat  was  within  a  few’  lengths  of  the  Alice. 
They  ceased  rowing  and  Old  King  Brady  sprang  upon  the 
boat’s  thwarts. 

But  he  saw  defeat. 

They  were  just  too  late. 

The  six  outlaw's  w’ere  swarming  aboard  on  the  other  side. 
In  a  moment  the  Bradys  were  covered  vrith  gleaming  revolvers. 

Retreat  was  out  of  the  question. 

They  w'ere  prisoners. 

Rude  hands  dragged  them  onto  the  yacht’s  deck.  A  fierce, 
bewhiskered  fellow  led  the  gang. 

“Haw,  haw,  liaw!”  he  roared.  “Ye  thought  ye  could  slip  us, 
my  beauties!  Well,  I  tell  ye,  Hank  Taylor  is  a  hard  one  ter 
beat.  ” 

Old  King  Brady  tried  bluff. 

“What  do  you  mean  by  this  work?”  he  demanded.  1  “It  is  an 
outrage.  You  shall  pay  for  this  when  the  government  cutter 
comes  up.” 

At  this  the  outlaw's  roared. 

“Oh,  we’re,  not  so  easy!”  jeered  Taylor.  “You  can’t  fool  us. 
Tie  ’em  up,  boys.” 

The  Bradys  w'ere  bound  hand  and  foot. 

“Wiiar’s  the  rest  of  yer  crew'?”  asked  Taylor.  “Yew  ain’t 
all,  are  ye?” 

“Find  them  if  you  can,”  said  Harry,  who  was  desperate,  for 
it  was  galling  to  be  thus  defeated  when  the  game  wras  right  in 
hand. 

“Oh.  don’t,  git  sassy!”  said  the  big  woodsman  sourly.  “Who 
are  ye,  and  what  are  ye  doin’  in  these  wraters?” 

“That’s  for  you  to  find  out.” 

“Is  that  so?  Well,  my  young  cub,  that’s  jest  what  we’re 
goin’  to  do.  Overhaul  the  craft,  boys.  Durned  if  she  don’t  look 
like  our  boat  from  Marquette.  An’  the  name  is  the  same,  too.” 

The  crisis  had  come. 

The  Bradys  saw'  that  all  -was  up.  In  another  moment  the 
villains  had  hurst  into  the  cabin. 

And  there  they  found  the  two  prisoners.  The  effect  of  this 
upon  them  was  most  startling. 

Excited  cries  went  up. 

The  gags  were  removed  and  the  bonds  cut. 

The  two  ringleaders  burst  out  upon  the  deck  exultant  and 
furious  with  rage  and  triumph. 

“Ha,  ha!  You  see  the  tables  have  turned,”  yelled  Blaney, 
W'ith  ferocious  oaths.  “I  told  you  it  would  be  so.  No  one  can 
come  into  this  country  and  capture  us.  Now  we’ve  got  you. 
Oh,  there’ll  be  no  escape  for  you.” 

“They  are  cunning  villains,”  cried  Young,  wild  with  joy.  “I 
thought  they’d  got  the  best  of  us.  Bill.” 

“It  don’t  look  so  now.” 

“Well,  I  reckon  not.” 
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‘•It  v  ill  be  fun  for  us  to  put  these  two  sharp  hounds  where 
they  can  do  no  more  harm.  I  say,  Brady,  what  brought  you 
here,  anyway?" 

Old  King  Brady  smiled  grimly. 

“You!"  he  said,  imperturbably.  “And  I  shall  see  you 
hanged." 

-Whew!  that  looks  likely.  What  is  going  to  save  you?" 

“My  good  luck." 

“This  is  the  time  it  fails  ye;  but  you’ve  got  grit.  I  say, 
didn’t  the  widow  Maynard  send  you  up  here  to  look  for  her 
children?" 

“That  was  one  object  I  had  in  view,"  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“Well,  you  didn’t  succeed,  did  you?’’ 

“I  am  not  through  yet.” 

“Do  you  imagine  we’ll  let  you  go  out  of  this  region  alive?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  ypu  needn’t  fool  yourself.  You’ve  followed  your  last 
trail,  OltTKing  Brady.  I  can  tell  you  that.” 

“Perhaps  so.” 

“If  the  widow  wants  her  son  and  daughter  let  her  pay  a 
good  ransom  for  them.  She  can  get  them  all  right  in  that 
way.” 

“Then  they  are  safe?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Safe  with  us,”  replied  Yeung,  with  an  oath.  “On  my  word, 
Blauey.  I  never  was  so  completely  fooled  in  my  life.  They 
came  to  me  at  the  Palmer  House  with  a  message  from  you.” 

“I  sent  you  no  message.” 

“Of  course  you  didn’t.  No  more  than  I  sent  the  message 
to  you  which  got  you  on  board  this  boat.  What  luck  that 
Hank  Taylor  should  happen  along.” 

“Well,  I  should  sav;  but  what  will  wTe  do  with  these  fel¬ 
lows?” 

“Hang  ’em!  ”  growled  Young.  “The  sooner  they’re  out  of  the 
world  the  better  it  will  be  for  us.” 

“Well,  really,  I  do  believe  you,”  agreed  Blaney.  “I  suggest, 
however,  that  we  take  them  down  to  Black  Point  and  hang 
them  there.” 

“I’m  agreeable.” 

The  Bradys  heard  this  talk,  and  realized  full  well  the  des¬ 
perate  nature  of  the  scrape  they  were  in. 

But  it  was  by  no  means  the  first  time  they  had  faced  death. 

So  they  were  not  the  least  bit  afraid.  In  fact,  hope  had  not 
as  yet  deserted  them. 

The  yacht  was  turned  about  and  headed  for  Black  Point. 

In  due  time  that  headland  came  into  view.  Then  the  yacht 
shot  into  a  littlo  passage  in  the  cliff. 

Threading  this  a  short  distance  the  craft  came  out  into  a. 
wide  lake,  which  was  connected  with  Superior  by  this  narrow 
channel. 

This  lake  or  basin  of  water  was  surrounded  by  a  great  forest. 

The  Alite  turned  along  the  eastern  shore,  and  now  a  glade 
among  the  trees  was  seen. 

Here  was  the  camp  of  the  outlaws. 

A  number  of  rude  cabins  of  logs  and  houses  of  bark  com¬ 
prised  the  outlaw  camp. 

A  more  secure  hiding  place  could  hardly  be  imagined. 

In  fact,  had  the  sharpest  eyes  discovered  the  entrance  to  the 
stronghold  of  the  outlaws,  it  would  have  been  impossible  to 
surprise  them,  for  sentries  were  posted  at  all  points  along  the 

shore. 

Also  in  case  of  an  attack  the  defense  could  be  made  against 
a  mighty  force. 

As  (ho  Bradys  saw  all  this,  they  realized  how  hopeless  was 
their  cone. 

Prisoners  in  the  hands  of  these  desperate  men,  the  chances 
were  one  hundred  to  one  against  their  escape. 

But  yet  they  did  not  give  way  to  despair.  They  were  cool 
and  calm,  and  carefully  counted  their  chances. 

The  appearance  of  the  Alice  in  the  lake  caused  some  excite¬ 
ment. 

A  n amber  of  the  gang  gathered  at  the  shore  and  waited  for 

explanations. 

The  Bradys  were  placed  in  a  small  boat  and  rowed  ashore. 

‘I  tell  ye,  boys,  we've  got  a  big  haul!”  cried  Young,  ex- 
uTatnUy.  “Who  do  you  think  these  chaps  are?” 

;  covering  gii*.nce3  were  bestowed  upon  the  detectives. 

Tr.  all  their  lives  they  had  never  seen  such  a  tough-looking 
;  ?ug  of  desperadoes. 

“They  aro  the  Bradys  from  New  York,”  cried  Blaney.  “You 
have  all  heard  of  ’em.  Oh,  wo’ve  got  the  foxes  in  a  trap  this 
lime.” 

A  groat  yell  of  fle-ce  exultation  and  delight  wont  up. 

Tho  capture  of  the  two  famous  detectives  was  a  matter  of  I 
great  triumph  to  the  Canada  Gang. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

AX  UNEXPECTED  RESCUE. 

Not  a  few  in  that  gang  had  reason  to  feel  good  over  the  cap¬ 
ture  of  the  two  Bradys. 

They  had  stood  in  fear  of  a  return  to  civilization  on  account 
of  these  clever  sleuth-hounds  of  justice. 

The  Bradys  were  taken  to  a  cabin  and  unceremoniously 
thrust  within. 

Bound  securely,  their  chance  for  escape  was  slight. 

Guards  paced  before  the  door. 

The  gang  withdrew,  and  the  detectives  were  left  alone. 

They  realized  what  their  position  was  fully. 

Without  rescue  or  an  escape  they  would  never  hope  to  see 
home  and  friends  again. 

Death  would  be  certain.  *  „ 

“One  of  us  ought  to  have  remained  on  board  the  Alice,  said 

Harry.  “It  is  too  bad.”  ... 

“That  is  true,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady;  “but  it  is  too  late  to 

re°ret  that  now.” 

“True  enough.  We  cannot  give  up  the  game  yet,  though. 

Is  there  no  way  for  us  to  escape?” 

“I  have  been  trying  my  bonds.  I  can  loosen  my  left  band. 

“Good!  Roll  over  this  way  and  I  will  assist  you.” 

The  detectives'  hands  were  bound  behind  them  with  stout 
cord. 

By  rolling  over  and  over,  Old  King  Brady  managed  to  place 
himself  beside  Harry. 

Then  back  to  back  they  worked  on  the  tight  knots. 

Harry’s  fingers  were  slender,  and  he  managed  finally  to  pull 
out  one  of  the  knots. 

This  loosened  the  cords,  and  the  old  detective  was  almost 
able  to  free  his  hands. 

But  just  at  this  moment  footsteps  were  heard  outside. 

Then  the  door  opened. 

The  detectives  lay  quite  still,  and  looked  up  to  see  the  ex¬ 
ultant  face  of  Blaney. 

“  Well,  my  fine  birds,”  jeered  the  ruffian,  “how  do  you  like 
the  situation?  That  was  a  clever  trick  of  yours — getting  us  all 
down  to  the  island;  but  it  didn’t  work,  did  it?” 

“You  win  this  time,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  quietly;  “but 
your  career  is  not  without  a  limit.” 

“Bali!  I  can  defy  all  the  law  in  this  country.” 

“Do  not  boast.” 

“That  is  the  truth.  Uncle  Sam  would  have  to  send  his 
standing  army  to  rout  us  out  of  here;  and  if  he  succeeded,  we 
could  go  further  north  into  greater  fastnesses.” 

“You  are  very  confident.” 

“Why  not?  They  will  never  fool  me  as  they  did  poor  Lou!s 
Riel.  I  tell  you,  the  people  of  this  region  are  getting  to  have 
their  freedom.” 

The  two  detectives  regarded  this  statement  with  surprise. 

That  Blaney  should  pose  as  a  patriot  was,  indeed,  an  unex¬ 
pected  and  astonishing  turn. 

“That  is  a  very  good  cloak  for  you  to  hide  under,”  said  Old 
King  Brady;  “but  it  does  not  deceive  me.” 

Blaney  smiled  in  a  cold,  sneering  way. 

“I  am  not  anxious  to  deceive  you,”  he  said.  “Your  time  is 
near  its  end.  To-morrow  you  will  be  disposed  of.  The  world 
will  know.the  two  Bradys  no  more.” 

“We  know  what  to  expect.” 

“So  you  do.  Until  to-morrow,  then,  I  will  leave  you  to  think 
it  over.” 

The  villain  showed  his  teeth  in  a  fiendish  grin. 

Then  he  turned  tc  the  door,  and  said,  tauntingly: 

“Au  revoir,  my  fine  detectives.  You  thought  you  were  going 
to  dispose  of  the  Canada  Gang,  didn’t  you?  But  you  met  your 
fate,  and  that  is  death.” 

Tho  door  closed  behind  him. 

The  detectives  waited  until  they  were  sure  he  was  out  of 
hearing. 

Then  Harry  said: 

“We  may  fool  him  yet,  partner." 

“Perhaps  so.” 

“I  believe  I  can  untie  that  knot  and  give  you  (he  use  of  your 

hands.” 

“That  will  be  a  great  step  if  you  can  "  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Let  me  try  it  again.” 

So  the  detectives  resumed  their  work  on  the  cords.  Harry 
exhausted  his  patience  on  the  obdurate  knot,  and,  finally, 
just  when  he  was  about  to  give  up  in  despair,  it  yielded. 

Ho  gave  a  cry  of  joy. 

Old  King  Brady  painfully  drew  his  wrists  cut  of  the  coil  of 
rope. 
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Tho.v  v,  ere  son?  and  bleeding,  and  it  was  some  moments  be¬ 
fore  he  was  able  to  use  his  lingers. 

13 ut  finally  the  strength  came  back  to  the  weakened  cords, 
a.  -.i  he  at  once  began  work  on  the  thongs  which  bound  his 
ankles. 

In  a  few  moments  he  had  them  also  free. 

Next  he  turned  his  attention  to  Harry. 

The  young  detective's  wrist  pained  him  greatly,  for  the  cords 
were  tight  and  gave  him  great  distress. 

But  in  a  few  moments  Old  King  Brady  had  freed  them. 

Harry  then  freed  his  ankles,  and  both  detectives  felt  that 
they  had  taken  the  first  step  toward  escape. 

But  they  knew  that  the  next  step  would  be  one  of  peril. 

There  were  armed  guards  outside  the  cabin. 

They  crept  to  the  door  and  looked  out  between  the  crevices. 

Night  bad  fallen,  and  a  pitchy  darkness  was  over  the  coun¬ 
try. 

Lights  gleamed  from  the  outlaws’  cabins,  and  ribald  laughter 
and  rollicking  songs  could  be  heard. 

The  guard  sat  on  a  stump  about  twenty  feet  from  the  door. 

His  hack  was  turned,  his  rifle  lay  across  his  knee,  and  he 
was  looking  off  toward  the  lake. 

Apparently  he  was  in  a  reverie,  or  listening  to  the  songs  of 
his  comrades. 

The  Bradys  took  all  this  in  with  keen  and  critical  eye.  They 
weighed  their  chances  carefully. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  whispered: 

“It  looks  favorable,  Harry.” 

“Do  you  think  we  can  do  it?” 

“Yes.” 

“There  is  only  one  guard  on  this  side  of  the  cabin.” 

"That,  is  all.” 

"If  we  could  get  up  behind  him  in  silence  we  should  be  able 
to  fix  him  all  right.” 

“Yes.” 

“How  is  the  door?” 

This  was  the  apparent  obstacle. 

The  door  was  securely  fastened  by  means  of  a  heavy  bar  on 
the  outside. 

There  was  no  way  in  the  power  of  the  detectives  to,  lift  this. 

For  a  moment  it  looked  as  if  their  plans  would  be  frus¬ 
trated. 

Then  a  startling  incident  for  a  time  arrested  their  attention. 

They  saw  a  dark  figure  glide  lithe  and  sinuously  from  the 
shadows  of  the  pines. 

Like  a  crouching  panther  it  crept  up  to  the  corner  of  the 
cabin. 

Then  it  made  its  way  silently  up  behind  the  sentry. 

Nearer  that  dark  figure  crept,  ana  the  detectives  watched 
in  spellbound  silence. 

What  did  it  mean? 

This  was  the  question  which  came  to  them. 

Before  they  could  venture  even  a. guess,  the  dark  figure  gave 
a  cat-like  leap,  and  was  upon  the  sentry.  One  sinewy  arm  was 
thrown  snake-like  around  his  neck. 

A  hand  gripped  his  throat,  and  the  outcry  was  stifled. 

There  was  a  short,  sharp  struggle  in  the  dark. 

It  was  cne-sided. 

The  sentry  soon  lay  silent  on  the  ground. 

Then  the  unknown  assailant  arose  and  listened.  Appar¬ 
ently  satisfied,'  he  glided  up  to  the  cabin  door. 

-lie  is  coming  in  here,”  whispered  Harry.  “What  does  it 
mean?” 

“Don’t  you  see?  It  is  a  rescue,”  said  the  old  detective  in 
thrilling  tones. 

The  bar  was  lifted,  and  the  door  swung  in.  The  unknown 
assailant  of  the  sentry  glided  into  the  cabin. 

He  saw  the  detectives  and  made  a  silent  gesture. 

Not  a  word  was  spoken. 

Out  of  the  cabin  all  three  went.  A  moment  later  they  were 
in  the  dark  recesses  of  the  pines. 

Then  the  unknown  rescuer  whispered: 

“I  saw  you  come  in  as  prisoners.  The  opportunity  was  good 
to  rescue  you,  and  I  embraced  ft.  Are  you  detectives?” 

“That  is  what  we  are,”  said  Old  King  Brady;  “but  who  are 

you?” 

"I  am  one  of  a  yachting  party  which  the  villains  captured 
some  months  ago.  Two  of  our  party  are  yet  in  the  power  of 
thf  so  scoundrels,  and  i  mean  to  effect  their  rescue.” 

“A;  !”  exclaimed  Harry.  “Are  you  Weldon  Smith?” 

••That  is  my  name,”  said  their  rescuer  in  surprise;  “but 
how  did  you  know  it?” 

We  are  in  this  region  for  the  same  purpose  as  yourself. 
We  want  to  rescue  Miss  Maynard  and  her  brother,  and  also 
cap:  ,e  ihe  e  villains  who  are  the  leaders  of  the  gang.” 


Smith  was  much  surprised. 

“Who  sent  you  here?”  he  asked. 

“The  Secret  Service.  Our  name  is  Brady.  We  are  from 
New  York.” 

“Oh,  then  you  are  the  two  famous  detectives  whom  every¬ 
body  has  heard  of,”  cried  Smith,  in  surprise  and  delight. 
“Indeed,  I  am  glad  to  know  that  I  am  to  have  your  assistance. 
I  shall  now  feel  sure  of  success.” 

“You  do  us  too  much  honor,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We 
came  here,  and  at  once  distinguished  ourselves  by  falling  into 
the  hands  of  the  enemy.” 

“I  am  sure  it  must  have  been  an  unforeseen  accident.” 

“Not  by  any  means.  It  was  our  own  want  of  forethought,” 
said  Harry,  candidly.  “We  had  both  Young  and  Blaney  in 
chancery,  and  the  case  would  have  been  won  if  we  had  not 
been  so  careless.” 

And  the  detectives  recited  their  adventures  to  young  Smith, 
who  was  a  youth  of  more  than  ordinary  parts,  as  he  had 
already  demonstrated. 

Then  Smith  gave  an  account,  of  his  own  experiences,  to  which 
the  detectives  listened  with  interest. 

They  were  much  taken  with  the  youth,  and  at  once  all  three 
agreed  to  work  together. 

“I  have  located  several  hiding  places  of  the  gang,”  said 
Smith.  “This,  however,  is  the  place  from  which  they  send 
forth  their  piratical  expeditions  along  the  lake.” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

AT  MOON  LAKE. 

“In  that  case,’5  said  Old  King  Brady,  “I  wonder  that  you 
have  not  sought  the  settlements  for  a  posse  of  men  to  round 
up  the  gang.” 

Smith  shook  his  head. 

“I  have  not  dared  to  do  that,”  he  said. 

“Why?” 

“A  good  reason.  They  would  kill  their  prisoners  before  we 
could  rescue  them.” 

“Do  you  believe  that?” 

“I  do.” 

“Then  your  game  is  to  effect  their  rescue  before  bringing  the 
officers  of  the  law  down  upon  them?” 

“Yes.” 

The  detectives  were  thoughtful.  , 

“You  may  be  right,”  said  Harry;  “but  it  is  slow  work.  You 
can  only  use  strategy.” 

“That  is  all.  I  am  looking  for  a  chance.  If  they  would  give 
me  the  same  opportunity  I  had  to  rescue  you,  I  would  be  all 
right.” 

“Do  you  know  where  they  keep  the  prisoners?” 

“No;  that  is  what  baffles  me.  I  cannot  find  their  hiding 
place.” 

“Ah,  I  see!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “I  am  inclined  to 
agree  with  you,  Smith,  that  your  game  is  the  best.” 

“I  had  thought  so.” 

“We  must  first  rescue  the  prisoners  by  strategy  or  other¬ 
wise.” 

“Just  so.  The  rest  will  be  easy,”  said  Smith. 

“Wbat  is  the  nearest  settlement?” 

“Oh,  fully  a  hundred  miles  from  here;  but  I  should  never 
think  of  going  there.  My  plan  would  be  to  enlist  the  lumber¬ 
men  of  Eagle  Lake  Camp.” 

“The  lumbermen?” 

“Yes.  Forty  miles  above  here  is  a  big  lumber  camp.  Three 
hundred  men  are  working  on  the  greatest  timber  tract  in  this 
country.” 

“But  usually  lumbermen  are  lawless  themselves.” 

“Not  the  Eagle  Camp  men.  The  outlaws  have  made  war  on 
them,  and  robbed  and  killed  so  many  of  their  number  that 
they  only  need  the  word  to  wipe  the  Canada  Gang  out  of  ex¬ 
istence.” 

Before  the  Bradys  could  make  further  comment  a  startling 
sound  reached  their  ears. 

Loud  shouts  of  baffled  rage  came  from  the  camp  of  the  out¬ 
laws. 

“The  escape  is  discovered.”  said  Smith;  “but  we  are  safe. 
They  can  never  catch  U3  in  this  darkness.” 

They  quickened  their  footsteps,  however,  and  plunged  deeper 
into  the  wilds. 

Some  hours  later  they  reached  the  base  of  a  rocky  hill. 

Here,  in  a  crevice  of  tbe  ledges,  Smith  raked  up  the  embers 
of  a  fire,  and  said: 
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“This  was  my  camp.  We  are  safe  here  for  the  present.  Let 
ns  have  some  sleep.” 

The  suggestion  was  a  good  one. 

The  detectives  were  giad  to  embrace  it,  and  casting  them¬ 
selves  upon  the  mossy  ground  they  were  soon  fast  asleep. 

When  they  awoke  it  was  daylight,  and  the  sun  was  shining 
in  their  faces. 

Smith  was  broiling  a  rabbit  over  the  hot  coals. 

“I  have  lived  on  game  for  many  weeks  now,”  he  declared. 
“There  is  plenty  of  it  in  this  region.” 

After  partaking  of  a  frugal  breakfast  the  three  now  discussed 
plans  of  operation. 

“We  are  up  against  a  hundred,”  said  Smith.  “Of  course  we 
can  only  hope  to  win  by  means  of  strategy.” 

“That  is  true,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Now  I  am  of  the  opinion  that  Alice  and  Hugh  are  impris¬ 
oned  somewhere  up  in  the  Moon  Lake  region.” 

“Where  may  that  be?” 

“It  is  the  next  lake  in  the  chain  beyond  Eagle  Lake.” 

“Why  not  go  up  there?” 

“That  was  my  plan  when  you  appeared  on  the  scene.” 

“Good!”  said  Harry.  “Why  not  all  go  up  there?” 

“I  think  it  is  a  good  plan.  I  am  of  the  opinion  that  Blaney 
and  Young  are  going  thither  at  once.” 

“Perhaps,  then,  it  would  be  v/ell  for  us  to  precede  them?” 

“Then  you  agree  with  me?” 

“Yes.” 

“Very  good,”  said  Smith.  “Let  us  start  at  once.” 

It  did  not  take  the  trio  long  to  make  ready  for  the  journey, 
which  bid  fair  to  be  an  arduous  one. 

“It  is  a  rough  region,”  said  Smith.  “I  have  been  there 
once;  but  failed  to  locate  the  outlaws’  den.” 

“We  ought  to  be  able  to  do  it  this  time.” 

“Oh,  yes,  I  think  so.  I  shall  have  your  co-operation.” 

Smith,  as  the  detectives  now  saw  him  in  daylight,  looked  as 
little  like  a  youth  of  the  woods  as  one  could  imagine. 

When  he  had  first  come  into  the  region  he  had  worn  a 
yachting  suit,  and  clothes  of  expensive  material. 

But  he  soon  found  that  these  would  hardly  last  a  long 
while,  and  he  had  exchanged  them  at  Eagle  Camp  for  the  red, 
shirt,  jean  trousers,  boots  and  slouch  hat  of  a  lumberman. 

This,  in  part,  also  made  for  him  a  perfect  disguise. 

The  detectives  followed  Smith’s  guidance,  as  he  was,  of 
course,  more  familiar  with  the  country. 

Leaving  their  camp,  they  struck  out  through  the  woods  to 
the  west. 

After  traveling  an  hour  or  so  through  the  roughest  region 
the  Bradys  thought  they  had  ever  seen,  they  came  to  a  small 
water  course  in  the  woods. 

The  detectives  fortunately  wore  top  boots,  so  they  were  able 
to  wade  the  stream. 

“Now,”  said  Smith,  “we  must  follow  this  rivulet  to  its  con¬ 
fluence  with  Shingle  Creek.  There  I  have  in  hiding  a  birch 
canoe,  in  which  we  can  make  our  way  down  the  creek  to  the 
Roaring  River.  That  will  lead  us  into  Moon  Lake.” 

For  miles  they  followed  the  brook,  until  finally  they  came 
to  a  green  intervale  in  the  woods. 

Here  the  creek  flowed  sluggishly  between  sandy  banks. 

Smith  produced  a  bark  canoe  from  the  bushes. 

The  detectives  were  surprised. 

“I  will  say,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “that  you  familiarized 
yourself  with  this  region  very  readily,  Mr.  Smith.” 

The  young  Chicagoan  nodded. 

“ Yp3, ”  he  said,  “I  think  I  did;  but  it  w'as  a  case  of  necessity. 
People  can  adapt  themselves  to  almost  anything  if  they 
choose.” 

“That  is  true,”  said  Old  King  Brady;  “but  may  I  ask  how 
you  happened  to  know  that  this  canoe  was  here?” 

“Very  simple  matter,  indeed.  You  know  I  trailed  the  gang 
to  this  region  once  before?”  ’ 

“Yea.” 

“Well,  on  my  return  I  managed  to  secure  one  of  their  ca¬ 
noes.  I  came  up  the  river  and  creek  as  far  a3  this  point.” 

“Oh.  I  understand.” 

“So,  you  see,  1  am  fortunate  in  having  done  that,  for  I  can 
assume  you  that  it  would  have  been  a  long  journey  to  Moon 
Lake  overland.” 

“Well,  we  arc  very  glad  to  have  the  journey  made  easy,” 

“Very  good!  Now,  gentlemen,  if  you  choose,  wo  will  em¬ 
bark.” 

"We  are  ready.” 

“But  I  would  like  to  ask  anothor  question?” 

“Well?” 

“Are  you  armed?” 


“No.  The  outlaws  took  our  weapons  when  we  were  cup’urcd 
on  the  launch.” 

Smith  turned  and  plunged  his  arm  into  a  crevice  under  a 
huge  boulder. 

He  drewr  out  a  cartridge  belt. 

Next  he  produced  a  rifle,  and  later  another. 

“I  also  managed  to  abstract  these  from  the  outlaw's’  camp, 
he  said.  “I  had  hidden  them  here  for  .a  future  emergency.” 

“By  jove!  ”  cried  Harry,  with  delight,  “you  are  a  jewel,  Smith. 
We  have  struck  luck!  ” 

“Well,  I  should  say  so,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “It  looks 
as  if  we  might  be  able  to  do  something.” 

“It  is  as  well  to  be  armed,”  said  the  modest  young  Chica¬ 
goan.  “1  have  pistols,  so  1  will  let  you  gentlemen  have  the 

“We  will  try  and  make  good  use  of  them,”  said  Old  King 
Brady. 

“You  will  no  doubt  have  the  opportunity.” 

The  Bradys  took  the  rifles  and  loaded  them. 

Then  all*’ three  stepped  into  the  canoe  and  paddled  away 
down  the  creek. 

For  miles  they  kept  on  down  the  current  through  a  country 
of  rare  wilderness  and  natural  beauty. 

In  due  time  they  reached  the  confluence  of  the  little  creek 
with  the  Roaring  River. 

Plere  the  conditions  changed. 

They  came  now  to  a  fiercely  rushing  stream,  with  rapids  and 
cataracts. 

They  were  in  momentary  danger  of  being  swamped  at  any 
turn,  and  at  times  were  obliged  to  carry  the  canoe  a  long  dis¬ 
tance. 

Dowrn  this  river,  however,  they  traveled  with  great  speed. 

The  next  afternoon  they  came  to  dead  water,  and  then  the 
placid  waters  of  Moon  Lake  were  spread  to  their  view7. 

As  they  entered  upon  its  waters  Smith  steered  the  canoe 
along  the  western  shore. 

“It  is  just  as  well  to  keep  out  of  sight,”  he  said.  “"We  might 
be  spotted  by  some  of  the  gang.”  %  ‘  ^ 

“That  is  right,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady. 

“Have  you  any  idea  where  their  stronghold  is?”  asked  Harry. 

“Not  the  slightest,”  said  Smith.  “I  made  search  for  it  once 
before  up  here;  but  this  time,  with  your  assistance,  I  think 
we  will  find  it.” 

Then  he  pointed  with  his  paddle  to  the  upper  end  of  the  lake. 

“There  is  a  curious  island  up  there,”  he  said.  It  is  a  solid 
piece  of  ledge,  with  walls  jutting  down  into  the  water  from  a 
height  of  forty  or  fifty  feet.  I  would  not  be  surprised  if  the 
outlaws  had  their  den  on  that  island.  One  thing  is  sure,  only 
artillery  could  dislodge  them  from  it.” 

“That  is  the  place,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  conviction. 

“Shall  we  take  a  look  at  it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  I  think  we  had  better  go  ashore,”  said  Smith. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  ISLAND  STRONGHOLD. 

And  he  suited  the 'action  to  the  word. 

The  canoe  was  beached  and  the  Bradys  leaped  out, 

“You  see,”  said  Smith,  “if  we  remained  on  the  water  wo 
would  surely  be  seen.” 

“That  is  right.” 

Moreover,  this  lake  takes  its  name  from  the  fact  that  it  is 
crescent  shaped,  line  a  new  moon.  Now,  by  taking  a  cut 
through  the  woods  here  we  come  out  to  the  other  tip  of  the 
horn,  and  save  time  and  distance.” 

“Which  is  very  important.” 

“I  think  so.” 

It  was  late  In  the  afternoon. 

OarknoaS  would  soon  shut  qowh  ovor  the  landscanc 

The  three  rescuers  plodded  on  through  the  forest. 

Suddenly  they  saw  the  glimmer  of  water  through  the  trees. 

“There  she  is,”  cried  Smith.  “We  will  scon  be  able  to  sms 
the  island.” 

Old  King  Brady  came  to  a  halt. 

He  put  up  his  hand. 

“Wait!”  he  said. 

Harry  and  Smith  came  to  a  halt. 

They  looked  wonderingly  at  the  old  detective. 

|  Old  King  Brady  bent  down  and  scanned  the  be.!  of  uicjs 
and  ferns  under  his  feet. 
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Then  be  made  a  short  trip  to  the  right  and  returned.  He 
r.e\;  went  at  a  right  angle. 

Then  he  looked  at  his  companions. 

“It  is  so,”  he  said. 

■What?”  asked  Smith. 

“ W c  have  struck  a  trail.” 

“A  trail?” 

“Yes.” 

“By  jove! ”  exclaimed  Harry.  “How  can  you  see  it?” 

“I’ll  tell  you,”  said  the  old  detective.  “When  I  was  a  youth 
[  spent  a  season  with  a  village  of  Indians  in  the  Northwest. 
I  learned  from  them  how  to  follow  a  trail.” 

“Indeed!"  cried  Smith,  eagerly.  “Then  you  have  struck 
one?” 

“I  have.” 

“Which  way  does  it  go?” 

Old  King  Brady  pointed  toward  the  lake  shore, 

"Straight  for  the  water,”  he  said. 

“Dc  you  think - 

“Yes,  I  think,  but  I  do  not  know’,  that  it  is  the  trail  of  a 
party  of  outlaws.  I  should  say  there  were  four  in  the  party. 
Let  us  go  on.” 

The  old  detective  took  the  dimly  discernible  trail  like  a 
sleuth-hound. 

He  followed  it  with  unerring  skill  and  faithfulness  right  to 
the  little  clearing  at  the  lake  shore. 

Then  he  gave  a  start. 

“Lookl’^he  gasped. 

Three  hundred  yards  out  in  the  lake  was  a  towering  pile  of 
granite.  It  was  the  island  spoken  of  by  Smith. 

And  as  they  looked  across  the  shimmering  surface  of  the 
water  they  saw  a  light  canoe. 

Even  as  the  detectives  gazed  at  it,  and  noted  that  it  held 
four  occupants,  it  vanished. 

There  was  no  apparent  crevice  in  the  ledge;  no  opening 
visible  through  which  it  could  have  gone. 

Astounded  and  puzzled  the  three  men  continued  to  gaze. 

“Did  you  see  it?”  whispered  Smith. 

“Yes.” 

“Where  did  it  go?” 

“That  is  the  question.” 

Old  King  Brady  nodded  grimly. 

“It  is  as  I  thought,”  he  said.  “The  stronghold  of  the  gang 
is  on  that  island,” 

“I  believe  it,”  said  Smith,  but  with  sudden  pallor.  “Indeed, 
I  am  loth  to  accept  the  fact.” 

“Why?” 

“It  is  a  death-knell  to  my  hopes.” 

The  detectives  looked  at  him. 

“I  will  explain,”  said  the  young  Chicagoan.  “It  convinces 
me  of  the  almost  utter  futility  of  trying  to  rescue  Alice  and 
Hugh.” 

“Pshaw!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “That  is  not  so.” 

“Oh.  yes,  it  is.  It  can  see  no  way  to  wipe  this  gang  out.” 

“Why  not?” 

“Why,  how  can  it  be  done?  On  that  island  they  can  hold 
an  army  at  bay.” 

“You  forget  that  we  have  strategy  to  rely  upon.” 

But  Smith  was  thoroughly  discouraged. 

He  flung  himself  moodily  upon  the  ground. 

“It  can’t  be  done,”  he  said.  "That  stronghold  is  inaccessible. 
We  can  never  get  in  there.” 

Old  King  Brady  chuckled. 

“Wait  till  darkness  comes,  and  we  will  sec,”  he  said. 

•  “It  is  near  at  hand.” 

“Yes;  we  have  not  long  tc  wait.” 

“What  plan  do  jmu  propose?”  asked  Smith,  curiously. 

But  before  the  old  detective  could  reply  a  distant  sound 
caused  all  to  turn  and  gaze  intently  into  the  forest. 

Old  King  Brady  made  a  sign  and  they  slipped  into  the  un¬ 
derbrush. 


Tho  latter  placed  a  silver  wrhistle  to  his  lips  and  blew  a  shrill 
blast. 

Then  he  turned  to  Young,  and  his  words  were  plainly  heard 
by  tho  three  watchers. 

“It’s  a  pity  those  two  hounds  of  the  law  escaped.  We  must 
turn  to  and  scour  the  woods  for  them. 

Young  smiled  grimly. 

“It’s  our  own  fault.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“We  had  the  game.  We  ought  to  have  made  short  work  of 
them.” 

An  oath  escaped  Blaney. 

“If  I  get  a  grip  on  them  again,”  he  said,  “I  can  assure  you 
they  will  never  get  the  chance  to  fool  me.”  . 

“I  should  hope  so,”  said  Young.  “But  how  in  the  deuce  did 
they  get  outside  and  overpower  the  guard.” 

“I  tell  you  it  looks  like  outside  work.”  . 

“Ah,  you  think  they  were  rescued?” 

“To  tell  the  truth,  I  do.” 

“Then  that  was  Smith’s  work?” 

“Very  likely.  Hang  that  young  cub!  He  is  making  himself 
too  free  by  far  in  this  locality.  We  must  put  a  stop  on  him.” 

As  they  heard  this  conversation,  Smith  and  the  detectives 
were  greatly  interested. 

Smith  indulged  in  a  prodigious  wink,  and  Harry  with  diffi¬ 
culty  controlled  himself. 

But  now  from  the  rock-bound  island  a  boat  was  seen  to  put 
out. 

It  held  but  one  occupant. 

Blaney  now  turned  to  the  score  of  outlaws,  and  said: 

“You  may  make  camp  here  for  to  night,  boys.  I’ve  get  some 
other  work  .for  you  to-morrow.” 

At  this  the  outlaws  laid  down  their  litters,  and  began  to 
make  camp-fires. 

The  detectives  found  their  position  now  by  far  too  risky,  so 
they  withdrew  deeper  into  the  forest. 

They  gained  a  point  on  the  shore  half  a  mile  beyond. 

Here  they  ensconced  themselves  behind  some  boulders  and 
watched  the  island  tower,  as  it  might  be  called. 

“I  think  we  had  better  wait  for  darkness,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “It  is  going  to  be  a  very  dark  night,  and  I  don’t  think 
our  presence  in  the  neighborhood  is  suspected." 

“Just  so,”  cried  Smith.  “I  think  we  can  work  with  safety.” 

“Hello!  What  is  that?” 

From  the  topmost  crag  of  the  island  tower  there  came  a 
vivid  flash,  a  puff  of  smoke,  and  a  sullen  boom. 

There  was  a  terrific  splash  in  the  -water  not  fifty  feet  from 
the  detectives. 

The  latter  -were  astounded. 

“What  the  deuce  do  you  call  that?”  cried  Smith. 

“A  cannon!” 

“That  is  -what  it  was.” 

“Whew!  They  are  well  defended,  are  they  not?” 

“I  should  say  so.  To  think  of  their  making  a  fortress,  a 
miniature  Gibraltar,  here  in  the  wilds.” 

“It  is  evidence  of  one  thing,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“What?” 

“They  mean  to  resist  to  the  last  any  force  sent  against 
them,  and  feel  confident  of  holding  their  own.” 

“That  is  so.  I  should  think  they  might  hold  an  army  at 

bay.” 

“They  could,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “It  would  take  very 
heavy  artillery  to  dislodge  them.” 

“Do  you  think  they  fired  at  us?”  asked  Harry. 

“Pshaw!  No,  of  course  not.  I  imagine  that  was  a  signal 

gun  to  call  in  pickets  or  scouts,  or,  perhaps,  some  wandering 
party.” 

That  this  was  the  truth  was  proved  within  the  hour. 

For  just  as  darkness  shut  down  the  lake  became  dotted  with 
canoes  coming  from  various  points,  and  all  arriving  at  the 
island. 


The  sound  was  that  of  human  voices  from  the  distance. 

And  as  they  crouched  there  in  the  dense  growth  they  were 
assured  that  somebody  was  coming  through  the  woods. 

The  voice  j  grew  plainer,  and  then  the  tramp  of  leot  and  the 
rustling  of  b  -rhes  were  heard. 

The  detec  iv-  were  on  the  alert. 

A  mornen  !■  er  there  ‘Durst  from  the  undergrowth  a  long 

line  of  men. 

h  A  score  ot  them  in  all  there  were. 

They  carried  litters  on  which  were  piled  camp  effects. 

Down  to  the  water's  edge  they  -went,  the  Bradys  recognizing 
t re',  at  once  art  the  gang  from  Black  Point. 

Young  and  Bianey  were  with  them. 


When  just  under  the  cliffs  they  disappeared,  just  how,  or 
whore,  the  detectives  could  not  see. 

Smith  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“Well.”  he  said  unctuously,  “I  should  say  that,  we  were  in 
luck  to  reach  this  point  and  escape  detection.  "We  must  have 
run  a  literal  gauntlet  to  get  into  this  place.” 

“You  are  right,"  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “And  that  ought 
to  be  our  advantage.” 

“No  doubt  it  will.” 

“The  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  keep  quiet  and  wait.” 

“Yes.” 

“Our  chance  will  come  later.” 

“So  it  will.” 
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So  they  settled  down  In  the  bushy  covert  and  waited.  Time 
passed  slowly,  indeed. 

But  finally  v.  Stygian  gloom  pervaded  tlie  whole  country, 
and  the  lake  was  still  and  quiet. 


CHAPTER  X. 

WORKING  IN  THE  DARK. 

The  detectives  waited  until  near  the  hour  of  midnight. 

Then  it  was  arranged  that  Smith  should  go  back  for  the 
canoe  and.  come  silently  back  as  close  to  the  shore  as  possible. 

Smith  departed  on  his  errand. 

It  seemed  an  eternity  to  the  detectives  until  the  light  splash 
of  the  paddle  was  heard  close  by. 

The  Bradys  crept  down  and  got  into  the  canoe. 

They  were  soon  drifting  out  into  the  center  of  the  lake. 

Gently  Smith  manipulated  the  paddle,  and  kept  the  canoe 
head  on  for  the  island. 

Far  off  to  the  right  burned  the  fires  of  the  outlaw  camp. 

High  up  on  the  island  wall  there  came  down  to  the  ears  of 
the  detectives  a  curious  sound. 

At  first  it  was  something  like  the  call  of  a  moose;  then  the 
note  was  changed  to  the  shrill  note  of  a  night  hawk,  followed 
by  the  hoot  of  an  owl. 

This  was  answered  at  times  from  various  parts  of  the  lake. 

It  did  not  deceive  the  detectives. 

“Those  are  signals,"  said  Old  King  Brady.  “It  shows  that 
sentinels  are  posted  everywhere  around  the  lake." 

“That.  i§  right,"  agreed  Smith. 

“It’s  a  wonder  we  did  not  run  into  them,"  said  Harry. 

“For  which  we  may  thank  our  luck;  but  here  is  the  shadow 
of  the  island  wall." 

The  canoe  now  drifted  into  a  pail  of  Stygian  gloom. 

In  a  few  moments  they  heard  the  water  lapping  the  walls 

of  the  cliff. 

Suddenly  the  three  voyagers  received  a  startling  shock. 

A  voice  sounded  close  beside  them. 

It  was  a  deep  breath  and  a  muttered  oath.  Something 
brushed  by  the  canoe,  making  it  rock  slightly. 

The  detectives  knew  at  once  what  it  meant. 

It  was  another  canoe  passing* outward  from  the  island. 

The  occupant  was  certainly  an  expert  canoeist,  for  hi3 
paddle  made  not  the  slightest  ripple. 

The  detectives  sat  very  still  and  statuo-like.  In  another 
moment,  however,  the  danger  was  past. 

The  canoe  was  far  out  in  the  lake. 

The  detectives  drifted  close  in  now  to  the  wall  of  the  cliff. 

They  did  not  venture  to  even  whisper,  but  they  felt  sure  that 
they  were  near  the  outlaw  den. 

And  the  canoe  seemed  impelled  by  a  slight  current.  The 
next  moment  it  gently  scraped  against  the  wall  of  the  cliff. 

Then  our  adventurers  received'  a  great  surprise. 

They  were  unable  to  see  the  sky. 

A  great  black  canopy  hung  over  them.  There  was  a  chilly 
sensation,  and  for  the  first  time  Old  King  Brady  ventured  to 

whisper: 

“We  are  in  for  it,  boys.  We  are  in  an  underground  passage.” 

But  the  words  were  scarcely  out  of  his  mouth  when  the  tem¬ 
perature  suddenly  became  warmer  again,  and  the  dark  sky  was 
once  more  seen  faintly  above  them. 

They  had  drifted  through  some  crevice  in  the  cliff,  and,  as 
near  as  they  could  guess,  were  in  an  interior  basin  of  the 
Island. 

That  they  had  gained  an  entrance  to  the  stronghold  of  the 
Canada  Gang  they  had  no  doubt. 

But  with  this  realization  came  a  thrilling  question: 

Would  they  ever  be,  able  to  get  out  again?  Might  this  not 
be  a  trap  from  which  there  would  be  no  escape? 

But.  they  were  in  for  it,  and  not  one  thought  of  a  return. 

The  shores  of  the  little  basin  of  water  beyond  the  high  cliffs 
of  the  island  were  steep  and  rocky. 

This  much  could  be  seen  in  the  dim  light. 

Far  away  above  the  ascent  could  be  heard  the  faint  vibra¬ 
tion  of  voices  and  laughter. 

A  dull  glow  rising  into  the  night  air  betokened  the  presence 
of  light  on  that  higher  ground. 

The  detectives  were  astonished  to  think  they  should  have 
been  able  to  thus  easily  penetrate  the  den  of  the  outlaws — 
this  stronghold,  which  was  considered  to  be  so  impregnable. 

Of  course  they  understood  that,  to  be  caught  would  mean  cer¬ 
tain  death. 


That  the  darkness  was  their  ally,  and  the  explanation  of  all, 

they  well  knew. 

They  had  no  means  of  determining  the  points  of  the  com¬ 
pass,  or  even  guessing  at  them. 

But  eyes  and  ears  were  carefully  employed,  and  develop¬ 
ments  coolly  awaited. 

The  canoe  drifted  on,  and  seemed  to  be  at  the  mercy  of  a 
rather  slow  but  strong  current. 

While  the  three  invaders  of  the  outlaw’s’  stronghold  were 
on  the  qui  vive,  an  incident  of  thrilling  sort  was  apt  to  turn 
up  at  any  moment. 

They  must  be  ready  for  it. 

On  drifted  the  canoe  for  some  time.  Suddenly  it  grated  ou 
something  hard  and  came  to  a  stop. 

In  ike  inky  darkness  it  was  impossible  to  see  whether  it 
was  the  shore  or  not. 

But  Smith  leaned  silently  over  in  the  how  and  touched  hard 
sand  with  his  fingers. 

He  listened  intently. 

Then  he  ventured  to  whisper: 

“1  think  we  have  drifted  ashore.  ’There  is  hard  ground 
here.  Will  we  risk  a  disembarkation?" 

“Yes,"  replied  Old  King  Brady,  with  promptness. 

“Very  good!  Keep  steady,  and  I  will  get  out  first." 

And  this  the  daring  young  Chicagoan  proceeded  to  do. 

He  placed  one  foot  upon  the  sand,  and  then  drew  the  bow 
of  the  canoe  wholly  out  of /the  water. 

The  two  detectives  silently  followed. 

The  canoe  was  safely  secured. 

Then  they  started  along  the  shore  as  silently  as  possible. 

It  seemed  almost  impossible  to  accomplish  anything,  so 
dense  was  the  darkness. 

But  they  stumbled  on  at  imminent  risk  of  betrayal. 

The  shore  was  rocky  in  the  extreme,  and  for  a  time  it  was 
hard  finding  a  place  of  ascent. 

But  they  finally  succeeded  and  crept  up  the  face  of  the 
cliff. 

As  they  went  higher  the  darkness  seemed  to  grow  less. 

The  distant  illumination  became  clearer,  and  the  murmur 
of  voices  plain. 

Once  they  heard  footsteps,  and  an  unknown  person  passed 
near  them. 

But  they  were  not  discovered. 

Certainly  luck  was*  with  them. 

The  detectives  were  much  pleased  with  the  success  of  their 
undertaking  thus  far.  and  Old  King  Brady  whispered: 

“We  ought  to  be  able  to  do  something  now.  We  are  cer¬ 
tainly  right  in  the  heart  of  the  stronghold.” 

“That  is  right,"  agreed  Smith;  “but  we  may  not  get  out 
alive." 

This  was  true  euougb. 

The  trio  of  adventurers,  however,  now  had  gained  com¬ 
paratively  high  ground. 

The  island  was  a  high  plateau,  anti  they  realized  that  they 
were  now  not  far  from  the  outlaws  camp. 

The  lights  of  the  fires  were  plainly  visible,  and  the  forms 
of  the  villains  could  be  seen  outlined  against  the  light. 

T hough  they  did  not  realize  it.  the  detectives  were  safer 
here  than  when  they  were  upon  the  bosom  of  the  lake. 

The  gang  deemed  it  impossible  for  outsiders  to  find  their 
way  into  the  place. 

So  even  if  their  figures  had  been  distinguished  in  the  dark¬ 
ness  their  identity  would  never  have  been  suspected,  and  they 
would  have  been  safe  enough. 

They  now  drew  nearer  to  the  island  camp  of  the  gang. 

Here,  rude  cabins  of  logs  formed  their  habitation,  as  at 
Black  Point. 

The  winters  were  long  and  bitterly  cold,  and  it  was  neces¬ 
sary  to  have  warm  quarters. 

The  detectives  drew  as  near  to  the  fire-lit  line  of  habita¬ 
tion  as  they  dared. 

Even  at  this  late  hour  the  gang  of  thieves  were  engaged 
in  games  of  chance  about,  the  fires.  There  was  no  doubt  that 
the  gaming  fever  kept  many  of  them  up  all  night. 

However,  the  detectives  were  not  especially  encouraged. 
They  were  at  a  loss  just  how  to  proceed. 

Seeking  the  cover  of  some  underbrush  for  a  covert,  they  be¬ 
gan  to  discuss  the  situation. 

“It  is  my  belief."  said  Harry,  “that  the  prisoners  are  con¬ 
fined  in  one  of  tiiose  log  cabins.” 

“Well,”  asked  Smith,  “which  one,  and  how  can  we  get  to" 
it?" 

“That  is  the  question.” 

“Can  any  one  suggest  a  plan?" 

“1  can,"  said  Old  King  Brady. 
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“A!:!"  exclaimed  Smith,  with  interest.  “What  is  it?” 

The  olil  detective  was  silent  a  moment,  then  he  slowly 
said: 

“If  yon  will  agree  to  remain  right  here  until  I  return,  I 
think  1  can  learn  all  that  is  necessary." 

•‘What?"  exclaimed  Harry,  eagerly.  “You  are  going  out 

alone?" 

“  Yes. " 

"Let  me  do  that?" 

"There  you  are,"  said  the  old  detective,  with  a  shrug  of 
his  shoulders.  “Of  course  you  won’t  do  as  I  want  you  to.” 

"That  settles  it,”  said  Harry,  crestfallen.  “Go  ahead!  We 
shall  wait  with  much  anxiety.” 

"All  right.” 

“One  moment,  ’  said  Smith. 

“Well?” 

“How  long  shall  we  wait  for  your  return?” 

“Just  an  hour."  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“An  hour?" 

“Yes.  If  1  don’t  return  in  that  time  you  may  follow  any 
plan  which  may  seem  best  to  you.  But,  if  possible,  let  us 
set  a  place  for  meeting  again.” 

“Where?” 

"We  will  say  at  the  landing-place  in  the  mouth  of  Roar¬ 
ing  River." 

“When?"  asked  Harry. 

“To-morrow,  if  possible.  It  may  be  that  we  shall  not  all 
escape  from  here  alive:  but  whoever  reaches  the  rendezvous 
first  let  him  wait  a  reasonable  length  of  lime  for  the  others.” 

This  seemed  like  a  good  plan. 

“All  right,"  agreed  Harry.  “We  will  follow  out  that  plan.” 


CHAPTER  XI. 

CLEVER  WORK. 

Old  Kiug  Brady  glided  away  into  the  darkness. 

Let  us  follow  him. 

The  old  detective  was  a  clever  strategist  and  shadow. 

II  would  be  play  for  him  to  find  his  way  into  that  fire-lit 
encampment  and  all  around  it  without  discovery. 

In  a  short  while  he  was  standing  at  a  window  of  one  of 
the  cabins. 

He  could  peer  through  a  crevice  in  the  logs  and  see  the 
interior.  \ 

The  sight  which  he  saw  gave  him  a  thrill. 

By  chance  he  had  struck  the  headquarters  of  the  leaders 
of  the  gang. 

No  others  than  Young  and  Blanoy  were  seated  at  a  table, 
awl  upon  it  was  a  heap  of  papers. 

Tlv  two  ringleaders  were  holding  a  secret  consultation. 
There  was  im  guard  at  the  door,  and  no  person  was  in 
sight  to  see  the  detective  at  his  post. 

Fifty  feet  away  was  a  heap  of  burning  logs. 

A  dozen  of  the  outlaws  were  gathered  about  this  engaged 
in  playing  cards. 

They  were  too  deeply  engrossed  to  pay  the  slightest  heed 

to  anything  else. 

So  Old  King  Brady  felt,  secure. 

He  applied  his  ear  to  the  crack  and  could  hear  every  word 

spoken.  t 

“Well.  I  call  it  a  fair  division."  said  \oung.  with  an  oath. 
“The  men  in  the  gang  are  well  paid.  Every  one  of  them  is 
sleek  and  fat.  It  means  six  hundred  all  around  for  the  last 

job. " 

“1  think  so.”  agreed  Blaney;  “but  some  of  ’em — 

"Oh.  there’s  always  croakers  in  every  gang.  You  can’t 
suit  them  all,  be  sure.” 

“I  guess  that’s  rigbt.” 

"Now.  I  tell  you,  we  ought  to  do  something  about  the 
Maynard  prisoners.” 

“Ah!”  said  Blaney.  “Can  you  suggest  what  ought  to  he 
done?" 

“  Yes." 

“What?” 

"Dispose  of  them  if  we  don’t  get  a  ransom  soon. 

"When  you  were  in  Chicago  did  you  see  the  widen  i 
-f  sent  a  representative.” 

“What  did  she  say?” 

“She  was  defiant.” 

Blaney’*  face  hardened. 


“We  can’t  trifle  much  longer,”  he  said,  angrily.  “These 
prisoners  are  a  load  on  my  mind.” 

“I  have  an  idea  as  to  their  disposition,”  said  Young. 
“What?” 

“The  girl  is  rather  pretty.” 

“Yes.” 

“I  am  sort  of  stuck  on  her.  Suppose  we  put  the  lad  where 
he  can  tell  no  tales,  and  I’ll  take  the  girl.” 

“Marry  her?”  asked  Blaney. 

“Yes.” 

The  outlaw  leader  laughed. 

“Well,  you  are  a  dandy,  Young,”  he  declared.  “I  never 
supposed  you  would  let  a  woman  fool  you.  I  am  more  than 
surprised.  ” 

Young  flushed  hotly. 

“That’s  my  affair,”  he  said,  testily.  “I  can  assume  the 
right.” 

"Oh.  of  course,  if  you  want  to,”  said  Blaney,  with  a  change 
of  manner;  but  now  what  are  we  going  to  do  for  defense?” 

“  Defense  ?  ” 

“Yes.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“Don't  you  know?” 

“No.” 

“Is  it  possible  that  you  have  not.  heard?  We  are  to  be 
wiped  off  the  earth  by  the  Eagle  Camp  men.” 

Young  looked  surprised. 

“The  lumbermen?”  he  gasped. 

“  Yes.”- 

“You  don’t  mean  it?” 

“Yes,  I  do.”  ' 

“When  did  you  learn  that  fact?” 

“Word  was  brought  to  me  a  few  days  since  that  they,  medi¬ 
tated  a  descent  upon  our  camp." 

“Well,  they  have  courage.  We  will  wipe  them  off  the  face 
of  the  earth.” 

“I  hope  so.  Yet  1  can  tell  you  that  they  have  a  strong 
organization.  We  will  need  to  strengthen  our  defenses.” 

Young  snapped  his  lingers. 

“They  will  he  killed  like  sheep.”  he  said.  “I  hope  they 
will  attack  us.  We  will  give  them  a  lesson  which  the  whole 
Northwest  will  not  soon  forget." 

Blaney’s  face  darkened. 

“That  we  will,"  he  agreed.  "I  hate  them  and  would  see 
them  exterminated  root  and  branch." 

“They  shall  be.” 

“To-morrow  we  must  pay  a  visit  to  the  North  Camp." 

“I  think  it  is  necessary.  Shall  I  go  along  with  you?" 

“I  think  so.  Frisbie  sent  me  word  that  the  men  needed 
discipline.  They  are  getting  rough.” 

“Hang  a  few  of  ’em.” 

“That’s  what  will  come  of  it.  Well,  I  shall  start  about 
noon  with  the  longboat,  and  take  three  men  to  row.  Will 
you  be  ready?” 

“I  will.” 

“How  about  that  party  with  the  pay-roll  for  Eagle  Camp? 
Have  you  heard  when  they  will  leave  Marquette?” 

“I  think  not  under  three  days.”  ■ 

“We  ought  to  intercept  them.  They  will  have  a  good 
twenty  thousand  in  gold.” 

“We  will  do  it.” 

Blaney  lit  his  pipe,  but  Young  started  up  with  a  yawn. 

“I  think  I  will  retire,”  he  said.  “1  rather  need  sleep.” 

“All  right;  but  one  thing  more.” 

“What?" 

“Have  you  sent  out  scouts  to  locate  those  blamed  detec¬ 
tives?" 

“Yes.” 

“Hadn’t  we  ought  to  hear  from  them  soon?” 

“Certainly  we  had.  1  would  not  be  surprised  if  we  should 
hear  at  any  moment  of  their  being  wiped  out.” 

“I  hope  so."  said  Blaney. 

Old  King  Brady  listened  to  this  with  a  grim  smile. 

He  wondered  what  the  villains’  sensations  would  be  if  they 
knew  of  the  proximity  of  the  hounds  of  the  law. 

What  the  detective  had  heard  was  of  great  value. 

Just  then  Young  leaned  over  the  table  and  consulted  with 
Blaney  in  an  undertone. 

They  were  thus  engaged  when  an  unexpected  thing  oc¬ 
curred. 

A  figure  came  hurrying  through  the  gloom  and  up  to  the 
cabin  door. 

Old  King  Brady  shrunk  close  up  to  the  log  wall. 

The  fellow  had  not  secu  him. 

He  tapped  on  the  door. 
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“Como  In,”  cried  Blaney. 

The  door  opened  and  there  crossed  the  threshold  a  lithe, 
sinewy  man  dressed  In  deerskin. 

lie  was  a  perfect  type  of  woodsman,  but  his  face  was  long 
and  treacherous  in  its  cast,  and  his  eyes  keen  as  those  of  a 
hawk. 

“Ridley!”  exclaimed  the  outlaw  chief.  “Here  is  our  man 
now,  \oung.  Speak  up,  Ridley!  What  luck  have  you  had?” 

The  woodsman  made  a  suggestive  motion  with  hie  hands. 

“It  is  well.”  he  said. 

“*ou  don’t  mean  to  say  that  you  have  trapped  the  foxes?” 

“they  are  dead,”  said  Ridley,  with  a  bow.  “I  have  the 
word  of  four  of  our  men,  who  shot  the  two  detectives  while 
they  were  crossing  Black  Swamp.  They  fell  into  the  ooze 
and  were  swallowed  up.” 

Blaney  clapped  his  hands,  but  Young  was  incredulous. 

“Come,”  he  said.  “How  are  we  to  believe  that?  Y’ou  have 
not  seen  the  bodies.  May  they  not  have  been  some  others?” 

A  queen  expression  contorted  the  woodsman’s  features. 

“Ridley’s  tongue  is  not  crooked,”  he  said. 

He  drew  bis  keen  hunting-knife  and  flung  it  on  the  floor 
with  such  force  that  it  was  half  buried  in  the  soft  wood. 

“I  swear  it  by  that,”  he  said,  with  Indian  calmness. 

Young  put  up  his  hands. 

“Enough!”  he  cried.  “I  believe  you.  Ridley.  Then  the 
Bradys  are  at  the  bottom  of  the  Black  Swamp.  Hurrah! 
That  is  a  good  job.” 

“I  think  they  will  yet  learn  that  it  is  going  to  be  no  easy 
matter  to  break  up  the  Canada  Gang.” 

“Well  you  bet.” 

“We  can  defy  the  country.” 

“You  are  right  we  can,  Ridley.  Go  down  to  the  commis¬ 
sary’s  cabin  and  get  a  good  bottle  of  whisky.  You  shall  be 
rewarded  for  this  later.  You  have  done  a  good  job.” 

The  woodsman  went  out. 

He  passed  away  in  the  gloom.  \ 

Young  walked  up  and  down  the  cabin  floor  with  light  step 
and  jubilant  manner. 

“Hurrah!”  he  cried  again.  “We  fooled  those  two  foxes  in 
good  shape.  Do  you  know  I  feared  those  two  chaps,  Blaney.” 

“They  were  hard  to  beat” 

“Well,  you  bet.” 

“But  they  will  trouble  us  no  more.” 

Young  rubbed  his  hands  briskly. 

“Now'  if  I  can  bring  the  girl  to  terms.”  he  said,  “all  will 
be  well." 

“I  wish  you  could,”  chuckled  Blaney. 

“I  think  I  will  go  around  and  see  her  a  little  while.” 

“Isn't  it  a  little  late  for  love-making?”  said  Blaney,  with 
a  laugh. 

“Oh.  she  will  be  up.  They  say  she  sits  up  nearly  all  night 
with  that  driveling  brother  of  hers.  I’ll  go  around  and  see 
my  pretty  dove.  Perhaps  I  can  make  terms  with  her  to¬ 
night.  ” 

With  a  coarse  laugh  and  jest  Young  passed  out  into  the 
night. 

He  passed  almost  near  enough  to  Old  King  Brady  to  touch 
him. 

The  old  detective  had  heard  all  this  with  interest. 

He  thought  of  his  companions. 

“They  can  wait  for  me,”  he  thought.  “The  hour  is  not 
yet.  up.” 

So  he  glided  shadow'-like  after  the  villain. 

Young  threaded  his  way  among  the  log  huts,  and  finally 
came  to  one  on  the  door  of  w'hich  he  pounded. 

A  light  shone  out  of  the  low  window  and  showed  that  the 
ooeupants  wrere  yet.  awake. 

The  door  opened,  and  the  slatternly  figure  of  a  woman 
stood  on  the  threshold. 

“Hello.  Lucinda!”  said  Young.  “Is  the  pretty  bird  asleep?” 

“Asleep!”  croaked  the  woman  in  discordant  tones.  “No. 
I  wish  she  was  forever,  though.  She’s  the  drottedest  night 
owl  T  ever  saw.” 

\  “Good.”  said  Young,  in  an  evilly  extiltant  voice.  “I  have 
come  to  see  her  on  important  business.  You  can  step  out 
for  n  while.  Do  you  understand?” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  RESCUE. 

“Oho!”  croaked  the  woman,  like  some  bird  of  prey,  “that’s 
the  way  of  it.  cb?  Oh.  yes.  I  was  young  and  po'oty  myself 
onet.  Well,  1  wish  ye  luck.” 

Young  brushed  past  the  woman,  who  wound  a  shawl  about 
her  head,  and  flltled  away  into  the  darkness. 


Old  King  Brady  drew  very  close  to  the  window. 

His  whole  being  was  rigid  and  alert. 

One  hand  rested  on  the  butt  of  his  rifle,  and  he  made  up 
his  mind  to  rid  the  earth  of  one  monster,  if  the  occasion  de¬ 
manded  if. 

He  managed  to  obtain  a  view  of  the  cabin  through  a  crack. 

It  was  not  unlike  the  other  huts — with  a  bunk  in  one  corner, 
and  rustic  table  and  stools.  » 

A  fire  burned  on  the  hearth,  and  lent  a  dull  radiance  to  the 
dingy  room. 

Sitting  at  one  corner  of  the  fireplace  was  a  young  girl. 

In  all  his  life  Old  King  Brady  thought  he  had  never  seen 
a  more  lovely  face. 

Alice  Maynard  was  a  girl  of  wonderful  beauty,  and  as 
pure  and  good  as  she  was  beautiful. 

As  Young  entered,  she  looked  up  into  his  face. 

Instantly  she  paled,  and  rising  shrunk  instinctively  back 
against  the  rude  fireplace. 

A  light  of  inquisitorial  fear  came  into  her  lustrous  eyes. 

lroung  glowered  upon  her  like  a  huge  spider  upon  its  prey. 

“Well,”  he  said,  in  a  tense  voice,  “you  hardly  expected  so 
late  a  visitor,  did  you,  my  pretty  houri?” 

“What  do  you  wish  here?”  she  asked,  in  a  rigid  way. 

“lrou,”  replied  the  villain. 

“I  do  not  understand  you.” 

“Then  you  are  dull,  and  I  don’t  believe  that.”  said  Young, 
with  a  leer.  “YTou  are  pretty  as  a  picture,  I  vow.  I’m  in 
love  with  you,  my  beauty.  You  shall  marry  me.” 

The  girl’s  face  turned  white  as  chalk,  and  she  trembled  like 
an  aspen. 

She  shrunk  back  as  far  as  she  could  against  the  fire  frame. 
A  light  of  terror  was  In  her  eyes. 

“Oh,  you  are  very  coy,”  said  Young,  taking  a  step  nearer. 
“You  shall  be  tamed.  What?  Afraid,  are  you?  Humph!  A 
worse  fate  could  befall  you  than  to  become  the  wife  of  Mr. 
Richard  Young.” 

“I  shall  never  marry  you,”  she  said,  in  a  rigid  voice.  “I 
beg  you  not  to  persecute  me.” 

The  villain  laughed  harshly. 

“Oh,  we  shall  see  about  that,”  he  said.  “What  are  your 
reasons,  my  pretty  dove?” 

“I  do  not  care  to  give  them.” 

“Come,  don’t  be  foolish.  I  am  a  good  sort  of  a  fellow,  and 
I’ll  make  you  a  good  husband.  Will  you  agree?” 

“Never!” 

“I  have  wealth,  and  can  give  you  all  that  your  heart  can 
desire.  You  shall  be  a  queen.” 

Scorn  and  contempt  were  flashed  at  him  from  the  girl’s 
eyes. 

“It  is  useless.”  she  said,  rigidly.  “I  would  rather  die.” 

Anger  and  wounded  pride  shone  in  YToung’s  eyes. 

“Oh,  you  would,  eh?”  he  gritted.  “We  will  give  you  a 
chance  to  prove  that.  Let  me  tell  you  that  you  will  die  like 
your  driveling  brother,  if - ” 

A  cry  of  agony  pealed  from  the  young  girl’s  lips. 

She  started  forward  with  clasped  hands  in  entreaty. 

"Oh,  my  brother!”  she  cried.  “YYru  have  not  killed  him.  Oh, 
do  not  tell  me  that.” 

YToung  stood  with  a  cruel  smile  upon  his  lips. 

He  gazed  at  her  terror  with  the  complacency  of  the  thor¬ 
ough  villain. 

“Ah!”  he  said.  “I  thought  that  would  bring  you  to  time. 
You  don’t  want  to  see  your  brother  die,  do  vou.  mv  prettv 
maid?” 

She  drew  a  gasping  breath. 

“Then  you  have  not  killed  him?” 

“Oh,  no,  not  yet!” 

“And  you  will  not?” 

“That  depends,”  said  Young,  taking  a  step  nearer.  “What 
is  your  brother’s  life  worth  to  you?” 

“My  own  life!  Kill  me.  and  spare  him.” 

Young’s  gaze  was  now  one  of  a  devouring  sort. 

The  girl’s  beauty  and  nobility  set  bis  whole  being  aflame. 

“I  think  not.”  he  said  in  his  calculating  way;  “but  kill 
him  I  certainly  shall,  unless— — ” 

“Oh,  no,  no!”  screamed  the  frantic  girl.  “I  beg  of  you  on 
my  knees,  spare  my  brother.  I  will  bless  you:  I  will  call 
upon  heaven  to  reward  you!” 

There  is  one  thing  you  can  do  to  save  your  brother's 
life,”  said  the  villain. 

“Oh,  tell  me  what?” 

“Give  me  your  heart  Marry  me.  I  will  he  a  good  husband 
to  you.” 

Alice  Maynard  threw  up  her  hands  in  a  gesture  of  awful 
despair.  She  reeled  back  against  the  wall. 
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Young  took  a  step  nearer. 

"I  g‘ve  you  warning,’'  be  hissed.  “Those  are  my  terms. 
You  must  agree  to  them.  I  shall  come  here  again  this  time 
tomorrow.  You  must  be  ready  to  answer  me  then.” 

One  moment  he  hesitated,  and  half  made  a  move  to  seize 
her  in  his  arms. 

But  she  retreated  with  a  little  cry  of  terror  to  the  far  end 
of  the  room. 

Old  King  Brady  instinctively  grasped  his  rifle,  and  for  a 
moment  stood  ready  to  shoot  the  monster. 

But  happily  this  did  not  prove  to  be  necessary. 

Young  turned  to  the  door. 

His  face  had  a  frightfully  malevolent  expression  as  he 
said : 

“This  time  to-morrow.  Remember!  You  shall  agree  to  my 
terms  or  pay  the  forfeit.” 

The  door  closed  behind  him. 

When  he  had  gone,  the  girl  prisoner  sank  down  upon  a 
stool  overcome,  and  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 

A  terrible  sense  of  despair  came  to  her.  The  detective’s 
whole  being  was  thrilled  with  sympathy  for  her. 

He  kept  his  position  cautiously,  however,  until  the  villain, 
Young,  had  gone  beyond  hearing  and  sight. 

A  daring  resolve  had  seized  the  old  detective. 

He  was  determined  to  carry  it  out.  This  was  nothing  more 
or  less  than  the  rescue  of  the  captive  girl. 

He  knew  that  he  must  act  with  quickness,  for  the  woman 
who  kept  watch  over  her  would  return. 

So,  as  soon  as  he  was  assured  that  Young  was  out  of  hear¬ 
ing,  Old  King  Brady  boldly  glided  to  the  cabin  door. 

He  raised  the  latch  and  entered. 

Instantly  the  girl  prisoner  was  upon  her  feet. 

With  flashing  eyes  and  pallid  face  she  retreated  to  the  far 
end  of  the  room. 

It  was  evident  that  she  regarded  the  old  detective  with 
distrust  and  fear. 

“Have  no  fear,  Miss  Maynard,”  said  Old  King  Brady, 
calmly.  “I  am  your  friend.” 

Her  fear  slowly  relaxed.  Something  like  a  light  of  hope 
sprang  into  her  eyes. 

“A  friend!”  she  exclaimed.  “I  can  hardly  belieVe  th;||  A 
friend  in  this  place?” 

“Yes,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  have  risked  my  life  to 
come  here  to  save  you.” 

“To  save  me?” 

“Yes.” 

With  a  little  gasping  cry  she  started  forward. 

“Oh,  do  you  speak  the  truth?  Who  are  you?”  she  cried. 

“I  am  a  detective.  I  have  companions  in  waiting  near 
here.  There  is  no  time  to  spare.  Are  you  ready  to  go  with 
me?” 

“At  once,”  replied  the  overjoyed  girl  prisoner.  Then  she 
paused.  “But  my  brother?”  she  said. 

“Where  is  he?” 

“In  the  next  cabin.” 

“Is  he  under  guard?” 

“Yes.” 

“We  can  do  nothing  for  him  now,  then.”  said  the  old  de¬ 
tective.  “We  will  try  that  later.” 

For  a  moment  she  hesitated. 

“I  cannot  go  without  him,”  she  said.*, 

“But  you  cannot  aid  him  by  staying.  Do  not  be  foolish. 
Come  quickly,  and  we  will  rescue  him  later.” 

“Are  you  sure?” 

“lres.” 

Without  further  demur  she  arose  and  quickly  followed  Old 
King  Brady  out  of  the  cabin. 

They  glided  away  in  the  darkness ;  hut  they  had  barely 
reached  the  limits  of  the  encampment  when  a  man  arose  in 
their  path. 

He  brushed  closely  by  them  with  an  oath. 

The  darkness  saved  them,  for  he  could  not  recognize  either. 
He  passed  on  swiftly. 

For  an  instant  Old  King  Brady  had  nerved  himself  for  a 

fight. 

But  the  contingency  was  soon  over.  He  now  took  the  young 
girl’s  arm  and  pushed  rapidly  on. 

It  was  a  matter  of  no  slight  sort  to  find  his  way  to  the 
place  where  Smith  and  Harry  awaited  him. 

More  than  an  hour  had  elapsed  since  he  had  left  them;  but 
he  hoped  to  yet  find  them  there. 

After  a  wide  detour  and  some  calculation  he  did  finally 
succeed  in  finding  the  covert. 

He  crept  carefully  forward  and  gave  a  faint  whistle. 


It  was  not  answered. 

A  chill  was  upon  the  old  detective. 

“They  have  gone,”  he  reflected.  “It  is  necessary  for  us  to 
get  out  of  this  place  before  daylight,  or  we  will  not  leave  it 
alive.  ” 

This  was  true. 

So  Old  King  Brady  decided  to  act  with  quick  decision,  and 
without  regard  to  his  companions. 

He  believed  he  could  find  his  way  back  to  the  spot  where 
they  had  left  the  canoe. 

So  he  led  the  trembling  young  girl  down  the  rocky  descent 
with  all  possible  haste. 

They  soon  reached  the  foot,  and  made  their  way  along  the 
water’s  edge. 

Tlier§  was  no  time  to  lose. 

Already  the  gray  of  dawn  was  beginning  to  take  the  place 
of  the  dense  darkness.  Old  King  Brady  was  now  able  to 
see  his  way. 

He  found  the  canoe  just  where  they  had  left  it. 

It  was  but  a  moment’s  work  for  him  to  assist  his  fair 
charge  tp  a  seat  in  it. 

Just  as  he  was  about  to  paddle  away,  however,  a  faint 
tremolo  whistle  came  from  the  gloom  above. 

He  instantly  stopped  his  paddle. 

He  knew  the  signal. 

It  was  given  by  Harry.  ' 

A  moment  later  three  dark  forms  appeared  on  the  shore. 

“Hi,  partner!  come  back!”  called  Harry  in  a  loud  whisper. 
“We  must  get  out  of  here  at  once!” 

“Well.  T  should  say  so!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “What 
does  all  this  mean?” 

The  next  moment  the  canoe  touched  the  shore.  A  tall 
young  man  was  with  Smith  and  Harry.  , 

Instantly  Alice  Maynard  sprang  out  upon  the  shore  with  a 
cry  of  joy.  and  rushed  into  the  arms  of  the  tall  youth. 

“Oh,  Hugh,  my  brother!”  she  cried,  wildly.  “lrou  are  safe 
also.  Now  I  am  happy,  indeed.” 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

BOUND  FOR  EAGLE  LAKE. 

After  the  departure  of  Old  King  Brady  Harry  and  Smith 
fell  into  a  whispered  discussion  of  the  situation. 

“I  say,”  said  the  young  Chicagoan,  “we  are  to  meet  him 
here  in  an  hour.” 

“Yes,”  said  Harry. 

“Well,  why  should  we  waste  that  hour?” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“Let  us  do  a  little  work  on  our  own  account.”  * 

The  idea  struck  Harry  favorably. 

“Capital!”  he  said.  “I  see  no  reason  why  we  should  not. 
Come  ahead!” 

So  the  two  began  a  detour,  and  stole  into  the  encampment 
at  its  upper  end. 

Bv  the  merest  chance  they  hit  upon  the  very  cabin  in 
which  Hugh  Maynard  was  confined. 

An  armed  guard  was  at  the  door,  but  he  was  half  asleep 
and  they  easily  stole  up  behind  him. 

Harry  closed  his  fingers  upon  his  throat  in  time  to  prevent 
an  outcry,  and  Smith  securely  bound  and  gagged  him. 

It  was  then  easy  work  to  release  the  captive  youth,  who 
was.  Indeed,  surprised  and  overjoyed  as  well. 

They  next  visited  the  cabin  in  which  Alice  had  been  con¬ 
fined. 

But  she  was  gone. 

At  once  they  suspected  it  was  the  work  of  Old  King  Brad/ 
and  made  haste  to  get  back  to  the  canoe. 

And  they  succeeded  in  reaching  there  in  good  time,  as  we 
have  seen. 

The  meeting  between  Smith  and  the  girl  he  loved  was,  in¬ 
deed,  a  happy  one;  but  there  was  little  time  for  extended  ex¬ 
planations. 

They  were  by  no  means  out  of  danger. 

In  fact,  they  were  still  virtually  in  the  lion’s  den.  They 
must  at  once  get  out  as  best  they  could. 

The  little  canoe  luckily  held  them  all. 

So  they  entered  it  and  Harry  and  Smith  silently  dipped 
their  paddles  in  the  water. 

They  could  nowT  discern  the  ridge  of  land  on  cither  side, 
and  were  able  to  get  their  bearings. 

It  was  but  a  short  time  before  they  reached  the  cut  in  the 
granite  wall  of  the  island,  by  means  of  which  they  had 
drifted  into  the  place. 
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A  few  strokes  of  (he  paddle  sent  them  through  this  and 
out  into  Moon  Lake. 

From  the  lack  of  any  sounds  of  commotion  in  their  rear  it 
was  safe  to  conclude  that  their  escape  had  not  been  discov¬ 
ered. 

"Wo  shall  not  be  safe  until  we  arc  many  miles  from  Moon 
Lake,"  declared  Smith. 

“ Then  let  us  make  haste  to  get  away  from  here,”  said 
Harry.  *  \ 

As  they  paddled  on  the  mists  of  morning  began  to  float  up 
from  the  water,  and  objects  became  momentarily  plainer. 

I’ut  luck  was  with  the  little  party. 

They  did  not  meet  any  craft  belong  to  the  outlaws,  nor 
could  they  be  seen  from  the  shore. 

A  dull  glow  from  the  foggy  shore,  however,  told  them  of 
the  location  of  the  outlaws’  camp. 

1'hey  passed  close  by  it  and  soon  rounded  the  crescent 
shore  of  the  lake,  and  were  well  on  their  way  to  the  mouth 
of  the  Roaring  River. 

An  hour  later  they  were  paddling  up  this. 

That  tlieir  escape  had  been  discovered  by  this  time  they 
knew  for  a  certainty. 

There  was  no  time  to  lose,  and  the  detectives  quickly  laid 
their  plans. 

They  had  in  part  accomplished  tlieir  purpose. 

The  rescue  of  the  prisoners  was  complete. 

Rut  the  breaking  up  of  the  gang  "was  yet  to  be  accom¬ 
plished. 

‘•I  have  a  plan  to  suggest,”  said  Old  King  Erady. 

Instantly  all  gave  their  attention. 

“What  is  it?”  asked  Smith. 

“We  are  in  your  hands,  Mr.  Brady,”  said  Alice.  “We  have 
faith  that  you  will  bring  us  safely  out  of  trouble.” 

“I  shall  hope  to  do  so,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Now,  we 
have  slipped  the  enemv  at  present.” 

“Yes.” 

“But  1  am  sure  they  will  soon  be  about  us  as  tliick  as 
hornets.” 

“That  is  sure.”  said  Smith. 

“If  we  attempt  to  reach  the  shares  of  Superior  we  may  be 
overtaken.  Moreover,  when  we  get  there  we  will  have  no 
boat  or  means  of  transportation  to  a  place  of  safety.” 

“  We  would  have  to  go  into  hiding.  ” 

“Yes;  and  then  they  would  ferret  us  out  It  looks  to  me 
as  if  it  would  be  necessary  to  remain  in  Canada  until  the 
gang  is  broken  up.” 

There  was  an  interval  of  silence. 

“It  is  too  bad,”  said  Smith.  “I  wish  we  could  plan  to  re¬ 
lieve  the  deep  anxiety  of  the  mother  in  Chicago.” 

“Yes,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady;  “I  wish  heartily  that  we 
could;  but  I  see  no  way  at  present.” 

“We  must  remain  here,  as  Mr.  Brady  says,”  declared  Alice. 
“I  can  see  the  impracticability  of  crossing  Lake  Superior  in 
this  canoe.” 

“That  is  so,”  cried  Hugh.  “Well,  we  are  quite  used  to 
roughing  it.” 

“Perhaps  we  can  find  a  secure  hiding-place  somewhere  in 
these  woods,”  said  Smith,  dubiously;  “but  when  will  we  ever 
get  out?” 

“Do  you  know  I  overheard  Young  declare  that  they  ex¬ 
pected  an  attack  from  the  lumbermen  of  Eagle  Camp,”  said 
Old  King  Brady. 

Smith  gave  a  sharp  cry  of  joy. 

“Ah!  there  is  the  idea!”  he  cried.  “Why  did  we  not  think 
of  it  before?  There  could  be  no  safer  place  for  us  than  at 
Eagle  Lake.” 

“That  is  what  I  thought,”  declared  Old  King  Brady. 

“Why.  certainly,”  cried  Smith.  “Some  of  the  lumbermen 
have  wives,  and  I’m  sure  we  can  make  Alice  quite  com¬ 
fortable  up  there.” 

“And  enlist  with  the  lumbermen  ngainst  tbe  gang?” 

“Just  so.” 

It  seemed  like  a  capital  plan. 

“But  the  question  is,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “do  any  of  us 
know  the  way  to  Eagle  Lake?” 

“1  do,”  declared  Smith.  “We  tajke  a  branch  of  the  Roar¬ 
ing  River  two  miles  from  here,  it  is  forty  miles  as  the  crow 
flies  to  Eagle  Lake.  \W  have  to  carry  four  times.” 

“We  will  do  it,”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “Do  you  feel 
equal  to  the  trip,  Miss  Maynard?” 

"Indeed  I  do.”  said  the  young  girl,  pluckily.  “Freedom  is 
very  dear,  and  1  am  willing  to  try  anything.” 

“All  right,”  cried  Smith,  bending  to  the  paddle.  “We  will 
turn  into  the  North  Branch  just  above  here.  It  will  mislead 


pursuit,  for  the  gang  will  hardly  think  of  our  going  in  that 
direction.” 

On  sped  the  light  canoe. 

The  two  intervening  miles  were  covered  in  quick  time. 

The  canoe  was  turned  into  the  North  Branch. 

This  differed  greatly  from  the  main  stream. 

The  current  was  siVift  and  powerful;  but  there  were  no 
rocks  or  rapids  to  make  the  journey  perilous. 

So  the  first  twenty  miles  of  the  trip  were  easily  covered 
before  the  day  was  spent. 

Then  it  was  necessary  to  make  a  carry  of  a  mile  overland 
to  another  river  which  ran  to  the  northeast. 

The  banks  of  this  were  reached  about  nightfall. 

All  were  fatigued,  and  it  was  proposed  to  make  camp. 

Nothing  had  been  seen  of  any  members  of  the  Canada  Gang, 
and  the  little  party  felt  safe. 

A  roaring  fire  was  made,  and  then  Smith  went  into  the 
woods  and  brought  back  a  fawn. 

While  all  were  seated  about  the  camp-fire  in  the  evening 
their  spirits  rose  high. 

Hugh  alone  showed  any  ill  effects  from  the  journey. 

The  boy  had  suffered  from  a  very  severe  sprain  of  the 
knee  joint,  and  this  now  pained  him  badly. 

But  he  was  brave  and  cheerful,  and  joined  in  the  merry 
songs  and  laughter  of  all. 

The  night  was  as  dark  as  the  previous  one.  Beyond  the 
circle  of  firelight  nothing  could  be  seen. 

Suddenly,  as  they  were  engaged  in  jolly  converse,  an  un¬ 
expected  thing  happened. 

Old  King  Brady  sprang  to  his  feet  like  a  flash  of  lightning, 
and  seized  his  gun. 

Instantly  the  others  started  up. 

“What  is  the  matter?”  cried  Smith.  But  it  was  not  neces¬ 
sary  to  find  an  answer  to  the  question. 

For  it  was  before  them. 

In  that  moment  a  chill  fell  upon  the  hearts  of  all.  It 
looked  as  if  disaster  had  overtaken  them. 

For  from  the  fastnesses  of  the  forest  there  had  suddenly 
appeared  before  them  a  file  of  rough-looking  men. 

They  halted  just  in  the  edge  of  the  circle  of  firelight. 

They  were  armed  to  the  teeth,  and  as  they  stood  there  in 
a  dark  half-circle,  they  presented  a  forbidding  appearance,  in¬ 
deed. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

REINFORCEMENT : . 

But  only  for  a  moment  were  our  adventurers  thus  placed 
in  a  state  of  doubt  and  fear. 

Then  a  great  cry  went  up  from  Smith. 

“Hurrah!”  he  cried.  “It  is  Big  Tom  Jennings  from  Eagle 
Lake.  ” 

“That’s  who  it  is,”  came  a  hearty  voice  from  the  forest. 
“I  hope  we  don’t  intrude.” 

“Intrude!”  cried  Smith,  eagerly;  “well.  I  rather  guess  not. 
Come  right  in.” 

“We  thought  we  might  presume  on  yer  hospitality  a  bit 
and  share  yer  camp-fire.” 

“You  are  more  than  welcome.” 

With  this  Big  Tom  strode  into  the  circle  of  firelight. 

He  was  of  gigantic  figure  and  frank,  open  features. 

He  was  introduced  to  the  others  by  Smith. 

“You  can  be  sure  we  have  a  friend  in  Mr.  Jennings.”  said 
Smith.  “1  met  him  when  I  was  on  a  visit  to  Eagle  Lake. 
He  is  the  superintendent  of  the  lumber  camp.” 

“We  are  glad  to  know  that,”  said  Old  King  Brady;  “for 
we  have  need  of  frieuds.” 

Jennings  turned  and  gave  orders  to  his  men,  who  at  once 
built  a  fire  near  by.  and  proceeded  to  make  camp. 

“We  saw  the  light  of  your  fire  some  distance  away.”  said 
the  big  woodsman,  "so  we  thought  we  would  investigate. 
We  had  no  thought  of  finding  you  here.” 

“Where  are  you  bound?”  asked  Smith. 

Big  Tom  looked  shrewdly  at  his  questioner. 

“Can't  ye  guess?” 

“I  see  you  have  your  war  paint  on.” 

“Well,  you  bet!  We  are  setting  out  to  wipe  Bill  Blaney 
and  his  gang  off  the  face  of  the  earth.” 

"Ah!”  cried  Smith,  excitedly.  “We  heard  that  you  were 
on  the  way.” 

Big  Tom  gave  a  start. 

He  frowned,  and  said: 

“Do  you  mean  that?” 

“  Yes.  ” 

“Where  did  ye  hear  it?” 
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::  t.v  stronghold  of  tlio  gang  at  Moon  Lake.” 

Ton  whistled  slowly. 

i  Ito’t  they  know  that  we  are  coming,”  he  said,  disap¬ 
pointedly. 

Oh.  yes.” 

It  is  queer.  1  here  must  be  spies  in  our  camp.  We  had 
planned  ir  for  a  surprise  " 

“Ah.  indeed!” 

.  an^  ;r  we  had  been  able  to  keep  the  thing  quiet  I 
think  we  could  have  surrounded  them.” 

Indeed,  it  is  too  bad,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  can’t 
imagine  h.ow  they  got  the  information;  but  I  know  person¬ 
ally  that  they  did  got  it.” 

^  And  how  is  it,  may  I  ask.  I  find  you  here?” 

Me  luu  e  lescued  these  two  young  people  from  the  clutches 
of  the  Canada  Gang,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

•‘You  invaded  their  den?” 

les. 


“How  did  you  succeed  in  doing  that?” 

Midi  this  Smith  detailed  an  account  of  their  experiences. 

Big  Tom  listened  with  most  intense  interest. 

“Well,  of  all  things!”  he  exclaimed.  “I  don’t  see  how  you 
ever  did  it;  but,  by  the  great  horn  spoon,  if  you  can  show  us 
the  way  in  there  I  think  we  can  put  an  end  to  that  gang 
instanter.  ” 

“Well,  I  think  we  can,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Do  ye  mean  it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Come  back  with  me  at  once,  then,  and  we’ll  try  the  game 
to-morrow  night.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  at  Harry  and  Smith. 

“I  think  you  and  your  friend  can  safely  escort  the  young 
lady  down  to  Eagle  Camp?”  asked  Old  King  Brady  of  Smith. 

But  the  young  Chicagoan  hesitated. 

“I  am  anxious  to  be  in  at  the  death,”  he  said.  “I  wTant  to 
see  that  gang  exterminated.” 

“Then  you  wish  to  go  with  us?” 

‘Wes.” 

“But  those  young  people  can  never  find  their  way  down 
there  alone,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“That  is  so,”  said  Smith,  reluctantly.  “Will  you  not  wait 
here  for  my  return?” 

“Look  here,”  said  Big  Tom,  “we’ll  settle  that  at  once.  Is 
not  the  young  lady’s  brother  with  her?” 

“Of  course  he  is,”  cried  Hugh,  who  had  come  up  and  over¬ 
heard  this;  “and  I  want  to  go  with  you.” 

“Nonsense!”  said  Smith.  “You  can’t  do  it,  Hugh.” 

“Why  can’t  I?” 

“Look  at  your  foot.  It  is  so  lame  that  you  couldn’t  begin 
to  travel  with  us.” 

A  bitter  look  of  regret  shone  in  the  youth’s  eyes.  . 

“Well,”  he  said,  slowly  “I  suppose  that  is  so.  I  will  go 
down  with  sis  to  the  camp.  You  go  ahead,  Weldon,  and 
wipe  the  rascals  out.” 

“Do  you  think  you  could  really  find  your  way?”  asked 
Smith,  eagerly. 

“Of  course  I  can.” 

Smith  hesitated  a  bit. 

“No.”  he  said,  finally.  “It  will  not  do.  I  must  go,  also.” 

But  at  this  moment  Big  Tom  spoke  up. 

“I  have  a  plan,”  he  said;  “if  you  care  to  adopt  it.” 

‘  “What  is  it?” 


“I’ll  give  my  word  the  young  lady  and  her  brother  shall 
be  safely  taken  down  to  Eairle  Lake.” 

All  looked  at  him  wonderingly. 

“What  do  you  mean?”  asked  Horry. 

“I  will  send  half  a  dozen  of  my  men  with  them.” 

“Oh.  Tom!”  cried  Smith,  eagerly;  “will  you  do  that?  You 
know  how  much  I  want  to  go  with  you.” 

“And  go  you  shall,”  said  the  woodsman.  “I’ll  see  that  the 
little  gal  and  her  brother  gets  down  there  all  safe.” 

“That  is  good.” 

The  question  was  settled,  and  now  all  began  to  think  of 
turning  in  and  getting  some  sleep. 

In  a  short  wdiile  the  entire  camp  was  wrapped  in  slumber. 

Bur  at  an  early  hour  the  next  morning  all  were  astir. 

Bitr  Tom  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  selected  half  a 
d  .z  'ii  tout  and  faithful  men  to  escort  Alice  and  Hugh  down 
to  too  Eagle  Camp. 

Tie  v  disappeared  down  the  river  in  canoes. 

Then  the  fifty  odd  stout  lumbermen  under  Big  'Tom’s  lead 
started  out  up  the  river  to  reach  the  junction  with  the  North 

Branch. 

They  had  canoes,  and  it  formed  a  big  flotilla  of  armed  men. 
.  gilentl:  tiny  paddled  up  the  river  and  into  the  North  Branch. 


Then  they  made  the  carry  and  reached  the  Boaring  Hirer  in 
the  afternoon. 

“To-night,”  said  Big  Tom,  “we  will  try  to  get  into  the 
island  camp.” 

“We  will  guide  you  to  the  best  of  our  ability,”  said  Smith. 
I  can  give  you  no  further  guarantee.” 

“And  we  ask  for  none.” 

Darkness  had  settled  down  over  the  country  when  they 
finally  reached  the  mouth  of  the  river,  and  tiie  canoes  glided 
down  into  Mooli  Lake. 

“We  have  another  large  party  coming  in  from  the  west.” 
said  Tom.  “It  is  our  plan  to  cut  off  retreat.” 

“I  suppose  you  know  that  the  outlaws  outnumber  you  just 
now?” 

“Yes.” 

“But  your  men  are  doubtless  better  fighters.” 

“I  hardly  think  that;  but  we  reckon  on  giving  the  enemy 
a  surprise.  If  we  get  them  at  a  disadvantage,  the  odds  are 
with  us.” 

“That  is  true,”  agreed  Harry. 

The  lumbermen,  under  Big  Tom’s  direction,  now  secreted 
themselves  in  the  woods  aiong  the  shore  to  wait  for  the 
darkness  to  become  more  dense. 

They  had  not  long  to  wait. 

It  soon  shut  down  thick  and  inky.  Far  up  the  lake  a  red 
star  of  light  burned. 

The  attacking  party  studied  it  with  interest. 

“There  is  no  doubt  that- it  is  a  signal  light,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  after  a  while. 

“They  are  on  the  lockout  for  us.” 

“Yes.” 

“Humph!”  exclaimed  Smith.  .“They  will  have  to  look 
sharper  than  they  did  before.” 

“That’s  true.” 

At  teD  o’clock  it  was  decided  to  make  the  move. 

A  thick  fog  had  now  settled  down  upon  the  face  of  the 
lake. 

It  was  twenty  feet  in  depth,  and  into  it  the  flotilla  of  canoes 
went  blindly.  « 

But  Big  Tom  had  cleverly  provided  for  the  possibility  of 
the  canoes  straying  apart. 

Each  was  connected  with  the  other  by  a  thin  cord. 

In  this  manner,  in  single  file,  they  softly  and  silently  glided 
down  the  lake. 

Every  paddle  was  raised  deftly  by  skilled  hands,  and  every 
canoe  was  as  silent  as  the  grave. 

In  the  first  canoe  were  Old  and  Young  King  Brady.  Smith 
and  Big  Tom  Jennings. 

They  were  keenly  on  the  alert,  and  watched  and  listened 
intently. 

“We  must  be  somewhere  near  the  island.”  whispered  Smith. 

“YTes.”  replied  Old  King  Brady;  “I  think  so.  Listen!” 

Plainly  to  their  ears  now  came  the  gentle  lapping  of  water 
against  a  rocky  surface. 

There  was  no  further  doubt. 

They  had  reached  the  isle. 

But  at  what  point? 

And  how  far  were  they  from  the  cavern-like  entrance  to 
the  river  basin? 

This  was  a  question. 

But  the  canoe  was  allowed  to  drift.  There  was  plainly  a 
strong  current  bearing  them  somewhere. 

“Let  us  trust  to  the  euiTent,”  said  Smith.  “It  took  us  into 
the  place  before.” 

But  the  words  were  barely  out  of  bis  mouth  when  the 
gloo.m  became  suddenly  intensified. 

There  was  the  sensation  of  having  been  carried  under  stone 
arches,  and  the  air  was  hollow  and  resonant. 

Then  they  knew  that  they  were  on  their  way  again  into 
the  outlaws’  den. 

The  apparent  success  of  their  undertaking  gave  them  great 
cheer.  It  looked  as  if  they  might  win. 

CHAPTER  XV. 

WHICH  IS  THE  END. 

Once  more  Smith  and  the  detectives  found  themselves  drift 
ing  in  the  limpid  island  basin. 

But  this  time  it  was  under  far  different  circumstances. 

Before  they  were  depending  wholly  upon  strategy  to  gain 
their  ends. 

This  time  they  were  armed  and  equipped  for  conquest. 

But,  as  before,  they  were  astonished  at  the  ease  with  which 
they  were  able  to  invade  the  place. 

It  certainly  showed  a  fearful  and  fatal  laxity  of  watchful¬ 
ness  on  the  part  of  the  outlaws. 
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Indeed,  Old  Kln.tr  Brady  was  puzzled. 

He  could  lmrdly  understand  it. 

"It  is  very  strange, “  he  muttered.  “What  can  they  be 
thinking  of?" 

“It  is  all  in  our  favor,”  said  Big  Torn,  grimly.  “All  we 
want  is  to  get  into  their  fortress.” 

“Well,  we  are  in  it.” 

“Then  we  have  victory  in  our  grasp.” 

Plans  were  quickly  laid. 

Far  up  on  the  heights  above  the  same  vivid  red  lights 
burned. 

But  not  a  sound  was  heard,  and  nothing  was  seen  of  the 
outlaws. 

Exultant  and  confident  of  victory  the  lumbermen  disem¬ 
barked  silently  from  their  eanoe^ 

They  began  to  climb  the  steep  incline,  and  soon  had  reached 
the  top. 

The  detectives,  with  Smith  and  Big  Tom.  were  in  advance. 

Then  they  were  able  to  see  the  outlaw  camp. 

But  not  an  outlaw  was  to  be  seen. 

The  invaders  walked  quietly  into  the  camp.  A  great  sur¬ 
prise  was  in  store  for  them. 

It  took  but  a  little  investigation  to  make  the  startling  dis¬ 
covery  that  the  camp  was  wholly  deserted. 

A  swift  search  of  the  vicinity  was  made. 

Not  a  gun  was  fired;  not  a  man  was  seen,  and  the  startling 
conviction  dawned  upon  the  attacking  party  that  they  were 
too  late. 

The  birds  had  flown. 

It  was  a  curious  fact. 

“They  are  gone.”  cried  Smith,  in  surprise;  “but  what  on 
earth  does  it  mean?” 

“Give  it  up,”  said  Big  Tom.  “Maybe  they  were  afraid  of 

us.” 

“With  all  the  security  this  fortress  affords?” 

“It  is  strange.” 

“No,  there  is  another  reason.”  declared  Old  King  Brady. 
“You  may  be  sure  of  it.  Something  has  occurred  to  decide 
them  upon  a  change  of  base.  ” 

Out, .on  the  cliff  they  found  an  abandoned  cannon. 

It  was  certainly  strange  why  the  gang  should  give  up  their 
strongest  and  best  retreat.' 

The  detective  went  back  to  the  cabins  and  went  carefully 

through  them. 

Not  a  clew  was  found. 

But  a  ghastly  sight  was  revealed  in  one  of  the  huts,  which, 
however,  they  could  not  believe  had  anything  to  do  with  the 
desertion  of  the  place. 

A  great  pool  of  blood  lay  on  the  floor. 

There  were  clots  of  it  on  the  walls  and  the  rude  furniture. 

But  that  was  all. 

It  was  enough  ‘to  assure  them  that  a  dark  crime  had  been 
enacted  there,  to  be  sure;  but  whether  it  was  murder  of  some 
captive  held  for  ransom  or  the  result  of  a  fight  between  rival 
rascals  was  not  known. 

What  was  to  be  doDe? 

That  was  the  question. 

The  detective, Smith  and  Big  Tom  sat  in  the  blaze  of  the 
big  signal  fire. 

Suddenly  Harry  gave  a  start. 

“Hist!  Did  you  hear  that?”  lie  asked,  tenselv. 

“What?” 

“The  report  of  a  rifle.” 

“From  what  direction?”  asked  Big  Tom.  springing  to  his 

feet. 

“Off  to  the  north.” 

The  party  listened  intently. 

But  the  repeort  was  not  repeated,  and  no  other  sound  of 
consequence  came  to  their  hearing. 

They  settled  down  again  to  a  fresh  discussion  of  the  situ¬ 
ation. 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  finally,  “it  is  plain  that  the 
foe  have  evacuated  their  stronghold.  There  is  some  reason 
for  it.” 

“  Yes.  ” 

“We  shall  discover  that  later.  Just  now  it  concerns  us 
where  they  have  gone.” 

“I  don’t  see  that  we  can  give  them  chase  until  to-morrow,” 
said  Harry. 

“  No.  ” 

“Then  we  will  make  ourselves  easy  here  at  present.” 

“It  is  nil  we  can  do.” 

For  some  while  they  were  silent,  being  buried  deep  in  re¬ 
flection.  Suddenly  one  of  the  lumbermen  came  breathlessly 
Into  the  fiie-lit  circle. 


“Tom,”  he  cried,  “we’ve  got  one  of  the  rascals.” 

“Eh?”  cried  Big  Tom,  leaping  to  his  feet.  “What  do  ye 

mean?” 

“He  is  badly  wounded.  lie  made  a  big  figbt.” 

And  into  the  firelight  the  lumbermen  brought  their  capt:'. e. 

He  was  a  hard-featured  ruffian  of  the  worst  class. 

His  wound  was  a  painful,  but  not  necessarily  fatal,  one, 
he  being  shot  through  the  shoulder. 

He  begged  piteously  for  mercy.  . 

“Don’t  kill  me,  pards,”  he  pleaded.  “I’ll  do  anytli:ng  for 
ye,  if  ye  won’t.  Give  me  ray  life,  pards.” 

“Why,  you  unadulterated  ass!”  yelled  Big  Tom. 
think  we  are  murderers?  We  ain’t  going  to  kill  ye.” 

“But  he  might  give  us  some  information,”  said  Old  King 

Brady.  „  . 

“Yas,  I  was  going  to  say  that,”  said  Big  lom.  Well 
ye  your  life  if  ye'll  tell  us  where  the  gang  has  gone.” 

The  fellow  made  a  complete  confession. 

After  the  rescue  of  Alice  and  Hugh,  Young  had  gone  down 
to  Blanev’s  cabin  again. 

Here,  in  some  inexplicable  way,  the  two  leaders  of  the 
Canada  Gang  had  quarreled.  J 

The  result  was  a  fight  to  the  death.  Young  was  killed,  by 
a  thrust  through  the  heart  with  a  knife.  #  j  i- 

This  explained  the  presence  of  the  blood  clots  in  tbe  cabin. 

Blaney  had  been  stricken  with  fearful  remorse. 

“He  went  crazy,  I  tell  ye,  as  crazy  as  a  loon,”  said_  the 
fellow.  “He  ordered  us  out  of  here,  and  started  off  in  a 
canoe  with  three  other  men.  I  stayed  here.  Thet’s  all  I  kin 
tell  ye.  1  reckon  the  gang  is  scattered  everywhere.” 

“Well,”  said  Big  Tom,  “I  think  we  will  go  in  chase  of  ’em. 
What  do  you  say.  friends?” 

“A  good  idea,”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “We  will  sweep 
them  from  the  woods  forever.  Come  on.” 

“Hold  on,”  said  Big  Tom.  “I  will  take  one  gang  and  go 
to  the  upper  end  of  the  lake.  You  go  to  the  other  end,  and 
we  will  go  straight  south  to  the  big  lakes.” 

With  this  plan  outlined  it  did  not  take  them  long  to  act. 

The  light  of  early  morning  found  the  entire  force  of  lum¬ 
bermen  spreading  through  the  Canada  forest  under  the  guid¬ 
ance  of  Big  Tom. 

But  the  detectives,  with  Smith,  took  their  canoe  and  started 
for  Roaring  River. 

They  fancied  that  Blaney  might  try  to  get  out  of  the  region 
by  that  route. 

Every  part  of  the  lake  was  thoroughly  scoured.  They  put 
into  every  little  cove  and  bay.  and  made  a  thorough  search. 

And  their  efforts  were  as  naught  until  near  dark. 

Then  suddenly  from  behind  a  little  headland  a  boat  shot 
into  view. 

It  held  four  men. 

One  of  them  was  instantly  recognized  as  Blaney. 

At  the  moment  the  outlaws  did  not  see  those  in  the  canoe. 

“By  Jove!”  gasped  Harry.  “There  is  our  game!” 

Smith  held  the  canoe  steady  while  the  Bradys  seized  their 
rifles. 

At  that  instant  Blaney  saw  them.  A  wild  cry  of  terror 
pealed  from  his  lips. 

But  the  detectives  covered  the  gang  with  their  rifles. 

“Dp  with  your  hands!”  yelled  Old  and  Young  King  Brady. 

The  gang  in  the  approaching  boat  were  taken  completely 
by  surprise,  and  threw  their  hands  up  without  a  protest. 

“We  surrender,”  they  cried. 

The  next  moment  the  canoe  was  alongside.  Blaney  was 
helpless  with  partial  idiocy  and  fright.  His  crime  had  un¬ 
seated  his  reason. 

I  he  detectives  handcuffed  the  gang  together,  and  started 
for  Eagle  Lake.  Two  days  later  they  met  Big  Tom  and  his 
men  there.  Many  of  the  outlaws  escaped. 

But  the  gang  was  broken  up,  and  the  Canada  Gang  was 
known  no  more. 

Smith  returned  to  Chicago  with  the  girl  he  loved  and  her 
brother,  and  Mrs.  Maynard  was  made  happy.  It  was  a  Joyful 
restoration,  and  a  successful  ending  of  the  ease. 

1  he  Bradys  returned  to  New  York,  and  at  once  took  up  a 
new  case,  of  which  we  may  hear  later. 


Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “THE  BRADYS  IN  MON¬ 
TANA;  OR,  THE  GREAT  COPPER  MINE  CASE.” 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


George  Cunningham,  the  nineteen-year-old  pitcher  of 
:e  Duluth,  Minn.,  club,  who  was  sold  to  the  Detroit 
mericans,  pitched  a  remarkable  game  against  the 
inona,  Minn.,  team.  He  allowed  but  one  hit,  a  two- 
igger,  made  off  the  first  pitch  of  the  first  inning.  Cun- 
ingham  did  not  issue  a  pass  and  allowed  nothing  that 
sembled  a  hit  after  the  first  inning.  He  struck  out 
airteen  men. 


A  whole  section  of  Toledo,  Ohio,  is  being  developed 
:  such  a  manner  that  neither  coal  nor  gas  is  needed, 
lectricitv  is  used  for  light,  heat  and  power  in  all  the 
mses,  of  which  twenty-six  already  have  been  completed, 
hen  finished  the  suburb  w  ill  be  a  smokeless  village.  The 
mses  are  equipped  with  electric  stoves,  irons,  toasters, 
waters,  lights  and  other  appliances  and  hot  water  from 
central  station  is  used  for  heating  purposes. 


The  oldest  man  in  North  Dakota,  Ole  P.  Pvtten,  has 
ist  celebrated  his  103d  anniversary.  He  is  mentally  alert 
id  active,  and  seems  as  much  interested  in  public  mat- 
rs  as  he  did  half  a  century  ago.  He  was  born  in  Hall- 
gdahl,  Norway,  and  has  been  a  resident  of  this  country 
any  years.  He  insists  he  will  live  for  many  years.  He 
deeply  religious  and  finds  his  greatest  pleasure  in  dis- 
issing  religious  topics. 


Not  until  he  had  taken  up  a  collection  in  his  church 
as  the  Rev.  James  AT.  Duplee,  colored,  able  to  secure 
lough  money  to  take  out  a  marriage  license.  According 
►  the  story  he  told  at  the  office  of  the  clerk  of  the  Court 
:  Common  Pleas,  he  had  waited  some  time  for  the  neces- 
iry  financial  aid.  He  paid  for  the  license  in  pennies, 
imes  and  nickels,  the  fruit  of  the  collection  basket.-  He 
ive  the  name  of  his  bride-to-be  as  Mary  M.  Courtney. 


Commissioner  General  Yamawaki  to  the  Panama-Pacific 
iternational  Exposition  has  promised  that  Japan’s  mag- 
ificent  exhibit  will  be  perfected  in  every-  detail  when 
le  exposition  opens  on  February  20,  1915.  Japan  has  ap- 
ropriated  $500,000,.  and  the  pavilion  will  be  built  by 
Tpanese  workmen.  One  of  the  features  of  the  Japanese 
te  at  the  exposition  will  be  a  garden  of  1  $0,000  square 
et,  which  will  be  stocked  with  plants,  rocks  and  soil 
■ought  from  the  land  of  the* Mikado. 

Lvnn  Roby,  the  twelve-year-old  poultry  breeder,  of 
old  water,  Minn.,  has  been  in  the  business  two  years,  be- 
nning  with  a  Brown  leghorn  hen  that  he  swapped  for. 
e  now  has  200  descendants  of  that  tribe,  is  hard  at  work 
Hiding  a  poultry  house. 16x24,  doing  the  work  himself 
k!  building  it  according  to  plans  and  specifications  sent 
rn  bv  the  government.  Lynn,  although  not  yet  in  his 
en.%  has  written  and  issued  a  pamphlet  on  chicken 
lining  and  can  give  pointers  to  grown-up  chicken 
.rmers. 


Europe  has  until  now  purchased  almost  the  entire  Porto 
Rico  crop  of  coffee,  which  amounts  to  about  50,000,000 
pounds  per  annum.  On  account  of  the  war  conditions  in 
Europe,  Porto  Rico  will  be  obliged  to  depend  on  the 
American  market  for  the  sale  of  this  year’s  crop,  which 
will  be  harvested  between  September  and  January  1. 
Americans  will  likely  be  ready  buyers  for  the  coffee  pro¬ 
duced  on  United  States  territor}\  Many  merchants  in  the 
United  States  are  already  dealing  in  this  coffee.  Its  rich 
fragrance  is  liked  by  the  consumers,  particularly  those 
who  have  become  accustomed  to  it  in  Europe. 

The  United  States  capitol  at  Washington  is  one  of  the 
most  majestic  buildings  in  the  world.  It  was  first  begun 
in  1793,  when  the  north  wing  was  founded.  This  was 
finished  in  1800;  and  the  south  wing  was  begun  in  1811. 
The  building  was  burned  by  the  British  in  1814,  and  re¬ 
building  did  not  begin  until  1817.  In  1851  the  new  ex¬ 
tensions  began,  the  House  of  Representatives  first  occu¬ 
pying  its  present  hall  in  1857,  the  Senate  its  present  quar¬ 
ters  in  1859.  The  dome  was  constructed  between  1856 
and  1865.  The  cost  of  the  building  has  exceeded  thirty 
million  dollars. 


A  compromise  has  been  brought  about,  the.  terms  of 
which  are  not  made  public,  between  John  G.  Taylor  and 
his  son,  John  G.  Taylor.  Jr.,  in  the  $123,000  suit  over  a 
claim  to  money  derived  from  the  sale  of  11,000  sheep. 
The  suit  was  filed  in  the  district  court  of  Elko,  Nev.,  but 
the  compromise  was  brought  about  when  friends  of  the 
father  and  son  arranged  a.  secret  meeting  here.  The 
younger  Taylor  alleged  in  his  suit  that  the  money  to  be 
derived  from  the  sale  of  a  band  of  11,000  sheep,  minus 
the  cost  of  caring  for  them,  had  been  promised  him  when 
he  reached  his  majority  by  his  father.  He  is  now  of  age, 
but  up  to  the  time  of  the  filing  of  the  suit  no  offer  to  set¬ 
tle  had  been  made  by  his  father.  The  sheep  were  sold 
for  $143,000,  and  he  figured  the  cost  of  their  upkeep  at 
$20,000,  leaving  $123,000  as  the  sum  due  him. 


Irene  Dierks,  a  Chicago  actress,  is  in  Lincoln,  Neb., 
seeking  local  color.  She  is  to  star  in  a  windy  city  pro¬ 
duction  entitled  "The  Working  Girl's  Luck;’  and  she  has 
set  about  to  be  the  real  thing  by  entering  a  local  restaurant 
as  dishwasher.  Pier  entrance  into  the  restaurant  to  do 
her  stunt  twice  a  day  is  spectacular.  With  her  silk  dress 
rustling  and  the  gay  plumes  floating  from  her  big  hat  she 
walks  into  the  kitchen  of  the  hashery  and  gets  down  to 
business.  The  silk  gown  is  changed  for  a  faded  dross  and 
a  worn  apron  and  soon  the  clink  of  the  dishes'  and  the 
tinkle  of  the  silver  is  heard  as  she  labors  over  a  great  dish- 
pan.  She  gets  $7  a  week  and  she  is  proud  of  her  earnings, 
though  she  says  that  she  makes  no  pretense  of  living 
within  her  small  wages.  “I  will  know  what  it  is  like  to  be 
a  genuine  working  girl  when  I  finish  the  restaurant  job/’ 
she  said. 
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SECRET  SERVICE 


The  Owls 


Owl  House 


-OR- 


THE  BOAT  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  BAY 

« 

By  TOM  FOX 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  IX. 

JUST  A  LOT  OF  TRASH. 

The  mask  produced  a  wet  cloth  and  press  it  down  over 
Joe's  face,  almost  smothering  him. 

Harder  and  harder  he  pressed,  until  suddenly  Joe,  with 
a  mighty  effort  threw  him  hack,  dashed  the  cloth  aside, 
leaped  out  of  bed,  and  awoke  to  find  himself  standing  in 
the  middle  of  the  room,  shouting: 

“Irv!  In- '  Wake  up!  The  owl-man  is  here  trying  to 
rob  me!  Wake  up,  Irv.!" 

Joe’s  shouts  failed  to  arouse  Irving.  The  boy  lay  on 
his  left  side  sleeping  like  a  log. 

Terribly  confused,  and  still  oppressed  by  the  same  weak¬ 
ness  which  had  troubled  him  before  he  lay  down,  Joe  stag¬ 
gered  over  to  the  chair  where  Irving’s  trousers  lay,  got  a 
match  out  of  his  pocket  and  lit  the  lamp. 

He  was  trembling  all  over. 

He  could  not  feel  sure  that  the  dream  had  been  a  dream. 

It  seemed  to  him  that  it  must  have  been  true,  and  that 
the  owl-man  was  still  there  in  the  room. 

But  he  wasn't. 

Joe  found  himself  alone  with  his  sleeping  friend. 

Of  course  the  first  thing  he  did  was  to  raise  the  pillow 
and  get  out  the  wallet. 

It  was  there,  all  right.  In  some  way  the  chain  had 
come  unwound  from  Joe’s  wrist,  but  the  wallet  la}'  on  the 
sheet  undisturbed. 

Joe  opened  it  and  saw  the  checks  and  bills,  all  to  his  im¬ 
mense  relief. 

“It  was  nothing  hut  a  dream,  after  all,”  he  muttered. 
“I'm  as  nervous  as  a  cat,  and  no  wonder.  Well,  the  best 
thing  I  can  do  is  to  go  tp  sleep  again. 

The  rest  of  the  night  Joe  remained  undisturbed,  either 
by  dreams  or  anything  else. 

When  he  awoke  it  was  broad  daylight,  and  the  sun  was 
shining  brightly  in  at  the  window. 

He  was  feeling  much  better,  and  his  head  was  again 
quite  clear.  > 

He  awakened  Irving,  who  declared  that  he  had  dreamed 
nothing  and  knew  nothing  since  he  went  to  bed. 

The  wallet  was  under  the  pillow,  all  right,  and  after 
dressing  themselves  the  boys  went  out  to  a  restaurant  and 
had  a  light  breakfast. 

Here,  to  their  surprise,  they  found  that  it  was  already 
half-past  eight  o'clock,  and  Joe  was  due  at  the  bank  at 
n  i  ne. 


“It’s  the  luckiest  thing  that  ever  happened  to.  any  man 
since  the  day  the  world  began,”  Joe  said,  as  he  parted  with 
Irving.  “Yrou  bet  no  one  ever  gets  the  Hegeman  rents 
away  from  me  again.  That's  what!” 

“If  they  do  come  to  the  boat  bov  at  the  Batter v  for 

4  «/  • 

help,”  laughed  Irving.  “But  1  must  slip  down  to  Staten 
Island  after  my  boat.” 

“It’s  a  shame  to  cause  you  all  that  trouble,  Irv.  1  ought 
to  pay  you - ” 

“Now,  you  shut  up  about  pay,  Joe  Bates.  I've  got  more 
money  than  you  have  now,  and  isn’t  it  all  through  you 
ihat  I  am  so  comfortably  fixed?  Get  your  rents  into  the 
bank  just  as  quick  as  ever  you  can,  and  don't  you  do  it 
again,  that’s  all.  Of  course  you  will  have  to  make  up  some 
1  story  to  tell  old  man  Muirhead.  Tt  would  never  do  to  tell 
him  about  the  owls.” 

“I  shall  toll  him  everything  just  as  it.  happened,  Irv; 
yon  can  bank  on  that  every  time.” 

“I  wouldn't.  He’ll  never  believe  you.” 

“That’s  his  lookout,  boy  :  mine  is  to  tell  the  truth.” 

“All  right.  Just  as  vou  sav.  Do  vou  mean  to  tell  him 
about  Barndollar,  too?  You  know  you  promised  not  to." 

“I  wouldn't  have  told  him  if  the  owl-man  had  kept  his 
promise  to  me,  but  he  didn't,  and  I  shall  tell  Hr.  Muir- 
j  head  all,”. 

The  boys  parted  then  without  Joe  having  said  a  word  to 
Irving  about  his  singular  dream. 

Upon  reaching  the  bank,  Joe  found  Mr.  Bayliss  in  a 
highly  excited  state  ofjnind. 

“Thank  heaven,  you  have  come,  Joe.’’  lie  exclaimed. 
“What  on  earth  got  in  you  last  night?” 

.  “It's  a  long  story,  Mr.  Bayliss,  but  it’s  all  right.  I 
lost  the  Hegeman  rents,  but  I  got  them  back  again.” 

“Well,”  exclaimed  the  cashier,  “a  good  job  for  you  that 
you  did!  1  waited  here  till  six  o'clock,  and  then  I  went  up 
to  Mr.  Muirhead's  house  to*report  that  you  had  not  ar¬ 
rived.  The  old  man  was  half  wild.  We  went  to  vour  room, 
and  finding  you  hadn’t  been  there  reported  the  ease  To  the 
police.  It's  a  wonder  you  haven't  been  arrested.  They 
have  been  looking  for  you  everywhere." 

“So  you  all  had  me  down  for  a  thief,  did  you?"  returned 
Joe,  flushing.  “Yell,  it  wasn  t  that.  I'll  tell  you  all  about 
it,  Mr.  Bayliss.  I - " 

“Hold  on,  Joe,  the  cashier  broke  in.  “Mr.  Muirhead 
is  in  the  private  ofhec.  Once  is  enough  to  tell  the  story. 
I'll  go  in  there  with  vou." 

Mr.  Muirhead  sprang  from  his  chair  as  t hey  entered. 


"Joe!"  he  exclaimed.  ‘Thank  heaven  you  are  back 
ag.xn !  The  money!  Is  it  safe?" 

"All  safe,  sir!"  cried  Joe  triumphantly. 

“What  happened  to  you?  Where  have  you  been?"1 

Joe  drew  out  the  collection  wallet  and.  laid  it  on  the 
table. 

Mr.  Muir  he  ad  opened  it,  and  seeing  the  checks  and  bills 
inride  closed  it  again. 

‘Well?  Well?"  he  demanded  impatiently.  “Tell  us 

ail  about  it,  boy !” 

.  Then  Joe  told  his  strange  storv  as  calmly  as  he  could. 

It  was  easy  to  see  that  neither  Mr.  Muirhead  nor  the 
cashier  gave  it  full  credence. 

“Most  remarkable  !”  exclaimed  the  banker,  when  at 
length  he  ceased  to  speak.  “Come,  now,  Joe,  really  you 
don't  expect  us  to  believe  such  a  yarn  as  that?” 

“It  is  true,  ever}'  word  of  it !”  cried  Joe,  flushing  to  the 
eyebrows.  “I  may  be  only  your  messenger  hoy,  Mr.  Muir- 
head,  but  I'm  no  liar,  and  I  want  you  to  understand  it, 
too !” 

“There!  there!  Don’t  get  excited-  Think  it  over,"  said 
the  banker. 

“Mr.  Barndollar  can  prove  it  !”  flashed  Joe.  “Ask  him." 

“I  shall  ask  him  first  time  I  see  him,  you  may  be  very 
sure,"  said  Mr.  Muirhead.  “We  will  have  to  think  this 
thing  over.  Well,  for  your  own  sake,  Joe,  I  am  glad  you 
decided  to  come  back  with  the  money,  but  in  spite  of  that 
I  shall  be  obliged  to  inform  you  that  your  services  are  no 
longer  required  at  the  bank.'’ 

It  came  upon  Joe  like  a  thunder-clap,  and  brought  back 
ail  the  old  weakness  of  the  night  before. 

But  the  boy’s  sense  of  pride  came  to  the  rescue. 

He  was  very  white,  but  he  spoke  calmly  enough  when  he 
said : 

“Very  well,  Mr.  Muirhead.  I  have  done  mv  best,  and  I 
have  saved  the  Hegeman  rents  when  another  by  giving 
right  up  might  have  lost  them.  I  am  as  honest  as  you 
are,  that’s  all  I  have  to  say.” 

“You  have  said  enough  already,”  replied  the  banker 
coldly.  “Where  is  the  rent  book?  Ah!  Thank  you.  How 
much  is  supposed  to  be  in  the  wallet?'’ 

“'Seven  thousand  and  fifty  dollars  in  bills,  sir,  and  a 
thousand  in  checks.'’ 

“Yes,  very  good.  Mr.  Bayliss,  count  the  money,  please.” 

Mr.  Bayliss  drew  the  bills  and  checks  out  of  the  wallet. 

Tossing  the  latter  upon  the  table,  he  proceeded  to  run 

over  the  bills. 

“Well !”  he  exclaimed  in  great  amazement.  “Surely  this 

boy  has  a  nerve.” 

“What!  What!”  shouted  Mr.  Muirhead,  springing  up. 

“That !”  cried  the  cashier,  excitedly  flinging  the  bills 
down  upon  the  table.  “A  lot  of  old  Confederate  money, 
.Mr.  Muirhead.  Just  a  lot  of  worthless  trash  !” 


CHAPTER  X. 

J/; r  FINDS  HIMSELF  ONCE  MOLE  UP  AGAINST  THE  OWLS. 

“Lock  the  door,  Mr.  Bayliss,  and  send  for  the  police.” 
Mr.  Muirhead  roared  out  these  words  loud  enough  to  be 
heard  aero--  the. street. 

“I  think  we  had  better  send  for  the  keeper  of 'some 


lunatic  asylum,”  growled  Cashier  Bayliss.  “Of  course  Joe 
has  gone  cracy.  He  has  been  drinking,  I  suppose.  I 
thought  so  from  the  first.” 

Thus  saying,  Mr.  Bayliss  gathered  up  the  checks  and 
pushed  the  confederate  bills  toward  the  banker.  “You 
see  for  yourself!'’  he  cried.  “Would  any  fellpw  in  his 
right  senses  do  a  thing  like  that?” 

Joe  meanwhile  never  spoke  a  word. 

The  only  wonder  was  that  he  did  not  faint  away  again. 

He  managed  to  hold  himself  together,  and  now  enswered 
Mr.  Muirhead’s  angry  question,  “Well,  hoy?  What  have 
you  got  to  sav?” 

Joe  drew  himself  up  proudly,  as  he  replied: 

“I  want  you  to  understand,  Mr.  Muirhead,  that  every 
word  I  have  uttered,  is  true.  I  lost  the  money  as  I  told  yon. 
I  got  it  back  again,  as  I  also  told  you.  Someone  has  played 
a  trick  on  me  in  the  night  and  changed  the  good  money 
for  those  bills.  Instead  of  arresting  me  the  best  thing  you 
can  do  is  to  send  .for  a  detective  and  let  me  lake  him  to  the 
Owl  House.  That’s  where  the  money  went  to*  in  the  first 
place,  and  that's  where  it  has  gone  now.” 

“He's  crazy!'  He’s  drunk!”  persisted  Mr.  Bayliss,  who 
was  always  rather  jealous  of  Joe. 

■  “I’m  nothing  of  the  sort !"  cried  the  boy  indignantly.  “I 
see  now  that  I  was  drugged  last  night,  though  I  thought1 
it  was  all  a  dream." 

“I  would  like  to  hear  about  that  part  of  the  story,”  said 
Mr.  Muirhead,  who  had  now  cooled  down  and  was  inclined 
to  take  a  more  sensible  view  of  the  affair. 

“You  shall  know  all  I  know  and  welcome,”  replied  Joe. 
“I  know  now  that  I  did  wrong  in  not  going  to  your  house 
with  the  money.  I  went  to  the  room  of  my  friend,  Irving 
Adams,  because  I  was  too  much  used  up  to  go  anywhere 
else,  and  that’s  where  the  mischief  occurred.” 

Controlling  himself  as  well  as  he  could,  Joe  went  on  to 
tell  the  adventures  of  the  flight,  which  until  now  he  had 
regarded  as  merely  a  dream. 

“I  see,”  said  Mr.  Muirhead.  “’You  were  followed  up, 
and  robbed  again.  You  are  certain  that  your  friend  Adams 
is  straight?” 

“I’d  stake  mv  life  on  his  honestv,  sir,  and  so  would  von 
if  you  knew  him.  I’ll  take  you  right  to  him  if  you  wish.” 

“Did  McTighe  know  you  were  in  the  house?” 

“He  did  not.  I  saw  nobody,  either  going  in  or  coming 
out.  It  is  impossible  that  he  could  have  known  it  unless 
he  came  up  on  the  shed  and  looked  through  the  window.” 

“Which  is  undoubtedly  the  way  the  owlman  got  in. 
Well,  Joe,  you  have  certainly  made  a  bad  mess  of  it,  but  I* 
will  say  this:  I  believe  you  to  be  probably  innocent,  now 
that- 1  have  had  time  to  think  of  it.  Still  I  must,  ior  mv 
own  self-protection,  put  the  case  into  the  hands  of  the, 
police.  You  will  come  with  me  to  the  Yew  Street  Station, 
and  I  will  report  the  case  to  Captain  Knight.” 

Joe  merely  bowed  in  answer  to  this.  He  saw  that  the 
case  had  gone  too  far  to  make  further  talk  of  any  use,  so1 
he  followed  Mr.  Muirhead  around  to  Yew  Street  in  silence, 
and  there  went  all  over  his  story  again  in  the  presence  M 
the  police  captain  and  the  then  celebrated  Detective  Sharp,, 
whom  every  old  Wall  Street  man  remembers  so  well 

(T  o-  be  continued) 
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FACTS  WORTH  READING 


MOLLY  PITCHER’S  FRIEND. 

In  excellent  health  in  spite  of  her  advanced  years,  Mrs. 
Samuel  Sipe,  Cumberland  county’s  oldest  resident,  a  per¬ 
sonal  friend  of  Molly  Pitcher,  the  heroine  of  Monmouth, 
celebrated  her  one  hundred  and  second  birthday  recently. 
Her  health  is  good,  and  although  she  is  unable  to  walk 
she  can  hear  clearly  and  her  mind  is  a  marvel  for  clear¬ 
ness  and  recollection.  Mrs.  Sipe  was  born  in  Switzerland, 
October  5,  1812,  and  came  with  her  parents  when  only  six 
years  of  age  to  this  country.  The  trip  was  made  in  a  sail¬ 
ing  vessel  and  the  voyage  consumed  sixteen  weeks.  She 
lived  in  Philadelphia  for  a  time  and  came  to  Carlisle  95 
years  ago.  She  remembers  the  old  stage  coaches  that  made 
this  a  stopping  point  on  the  road  to  Pittsburgh  and  also 
the  running  of  t'he  first  train  on  the  Cumberland  Valley, 
July  4,  1857. 

Her  stories  of  Molly  Pitcher,  with  whom  she  was  per¬ 
sonally  familiar,  contain  many  unique  incidents  in  the 
life  of  this  peculiar  heroine. 


ENGLAND  ARRESTED  GERMAN  SPIES. 

Perhaps  the  biggest  and  most  unpleasant  surprise 
that  awaited  the  Kaiser  and  his  advisers  at  the  outbreak 
of  the  war  was  the  immediate  arrest  in  England  of  cer¬ 
tain  spies,  which  disclosed  the  hitherto  unsuspected  fact 
to  their  masters  that  the  business  on  which  these  men  had 
been  engaged  in  England  was  fully  known  to  the  English 
government.  If  there  was  one  thing  that  the  Germans 
believed  more  than  another  it  was  that  their  spies  in 
England  were,  for  the  most  part,  entirely  unsuspected. 

With  the  exception  of  a  few  liighly  placed  personages, 
from  whom  the  Germans  probably  received  some  trust¬ 
worthy  information,  every  German  spy  in  England  was 
known  to  Scotland  Yard,  as  was,  most  probably,  the 
character  of  the  information  he  was  giving,  and,  there¬ 
fore,  allowed  to  give  to  his  government. 

In  this  connection  it  is  a  noteworthy  fact  that  nearly 
all  the  Germans  now  placed  in  confinement  in  England 
are  of  the  well-to-do  classes. 


SHACKLETON  STARTS  FOR  THE  ANTARCTIC. 

The  European  war  has  not  prevented  the  Imperial 
Trans-Antarctic  Expedition  from  embarking  for  the 
South,. notwithstanding  the  fact  that  some  of  its  members 
belong,  as  Shackleton  himself  formerly  did,  to  the  British 
Naval  Reserve.  When  the  reserves  were  mobilized  at  the 
end  of  July,  Sir  Ernest  offered  the  services  of  the  expedi¬ 
tion,  with  its  stores  and  provisions,  to  the  admiralty,  but 
fortunately  tho  offer  was  declined  with  thanks.  The 
‘•’Endurance/’  the  ship  of  the  Weddell  Sea  party,  left  the 
Thames  August  1st  and  Plymouth  August  8th,  carrying 
part  of  flic  expedition  to  Buenos  Aires.  The  “Aurora,” 
which  is  to  carry  the  Ross  Sea  section  of  the  expedition, 
is  now  at  Hobart,  Tasmania,  and  will  sail  for  the  Antarc¬ 


tic  about  the  beginning  of  December.  Shackleton  and 
the  members  of  bis  staff  who  had  not  already  sailed  on 
the  “Endurance”  left  England  September  18th  by  mail 
steamers;  half  of  the  expedition  sailing  for  Buenos  Aires, 
and  the  other  half  for  Tasmania.  Their  departure  was 
delayed  by  the  necessity  of  buying  in  England  scientific 
instruments  to  replace  those  which  had  been  ordered  from 
Germany. 


NO  WHITE  FLAG  FOR  FEDERALS.  • 

After  an  all-day  session,  which  was  interrupted  by  a 
brief  recess  the  other  afternoon,  the  annual  meeting  of 
the  Federal  League  of  baseball  clubs  adjourned,  subject 
to  the  call  of  an  executive  committee  composed  of  Presi¬ 
dent  Gilmore,  R.  B.  Ward  of  Brooklyn  and  J.  E.  Robert¬ 
son  of  Buffalo. 

“We  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  day  in  discussing 
financial  and  legal  matters  of  a  private  nature,”  President 
Gilmore  said,  in  announcing  the  adjournment.  “I  can 
positively  say  that  the  Federal  League  will  continue  its 
course,  with  the  assurance  given  us  as  to  substantial  finan¬ 
cial  backing,  without  regard  to  what  may  or  may  not  be 
done  by  organized  baseball. 

The  league  circuit  remains  exactly  as  during  the  past 
season,  but  if  it  is  found  desirable  to  make  a  change,  the 
executive  committee  will  attend  to  that,  and  if  necessary 
another  general  meeting  will  be  convened  either  here  or  in 
some  other  convenient  city.” 

There  was  an  apparently  well-authenticated  report  cur¬ 
rent  that  William  Fischer,  catcher  of  the  Brooklyn  Na- 
tionals,  had  signed  a  contract  to  play  with  the  Chicago 
Federals  next  season,  but  it  lacked  confirmation  by  any 
of  the  Federal  League  officials.  Second  Baseman  George 
Cutshaw,  also  of  the  Brooklyn  Nationals,  was  said  to  have 
been  negotiating  with  the  St.  Louis  Federals,  but  this  also 
could  not  be  officially  confirmed. 

V 

President  Gilmore  said  that  he  had  received  a  list  of 
twenty-five  Major  League  players  from  Larry  Schlafiy  of 
the  Buffalo  club,  all  of  whom  were  reported  to  be  willing 
to  go  over  to  the  new  organization.  He  also  stated  that 
within  six  weeks  he  would  sign  his  staff  of  umpires,  which 
he  would  select  from  among  about  sixteen  applicants  for 
these  positions. 

In  regard  to  a  proposed  transfer  of  the  Kansas  City 
franchise,  proposals  were  received  from  prominent  men  in 
Cleveland,  Cincinnati,  West  Philadelphia  and  Toronto. 
Of  these,  the  Philadelphia  proposition  was  looked  upon 
with  the  most Mavor,  as  Pittsburgh  could  then  be  placed 
in  the  western  half  of  the  circuit  and  the  placing  schedule 
arranged  to  much  better  advantage  with  the  long  jump  to 
Kansas  City  eliminated. 

During  tho  meeting  the  league  championship  pennant 
was  awarded  to  the  Indianapolis  club,  and  President  J.  E. 
Krause  of  the  winning  club  said  that  he  exposed  to  re¬ 
tain  the  flag  for  many  seasons  to  come. 
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BILLY,  THE  BOX  BOY 

- OR - 

BOSSING  A  BAD  SHOW 


By  PERCY  B.  ST.  JOHN 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XI. 

SANDY  AND  THE  SHERIFF. 

Billy  made  the  door  fast  by  putting  an  iron  rod  which 
he  found  In  through  two  great  staples  which  had  once 
been  used  to  receive  a  wooden  bar  for  the  same  purpose. 

‘"Now,  then,  let  them  come  on  with  their  dogs ! ”  he  ex¬ 
claimed.  "We  have  got  the  fort  and  we  will  hold  it  against 
all  odds.” 

•  It  was  a  tremendous  thunderstorm  while  it  lasted. 

For  a  few  moments  Billy  thought  the  whole  crazy  old 
mass  of  bricks  and  beams  was  going  to  come  crashing  about 
their  ears. 

Muselle  did  nothing  but  scream,  standing  with  her  face 
in  the  corner. 

Lucette  stopped  her  ears  with  her  fingers  and  hid  her 
face  under  her  skirts,  which  she  threw  over  her  head,  but 
little  Mamie  slept  through  it  all  wrapped  up  in  one  of 
Miss  Malognio’s  great  shawls. 

Johnson  was  downstairs  looking  out  for  the  livestock, 
while  Billy  and  Delany  stood  by  the  open  door  watching 
the  progress  of  the  storm. 

“Sure,  Billy,  an’  what  do  you  suppose  has  ever  become 
of  the  byes  and  the  horses  and  the  tent?”  questioned  the 
balladist.  “Tliey  have  been  scooped  in  by  the  sheriff, 

"sure.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  think  so,”  replied  Billy. 

“What  then  ?” 

“It’s  a  case  of  the  wrong  road.” 

“I  thought  we  were  in  the  wrong  road.  You  said  so, 

you  know.” 

y  • 

“That’s  what  I  mean.  They  have  kept  along  the  right 
road  while  we  have  managed  to  lose  ourselves.  I  shouldn’t 
wonder  if  they  were  safe  in  South  River  with  the  tent  by 

this  time.” 

“It’s  meself  that’s  in  hopes  you  are  right,  Billy.  I  don’t 
want  to  see  no  more  trouble.  But  say,  what  are  you  going 
to  do  about  that  money?  Don’t  you  think  you  ought  to 
divide  it  if  Whiffles  don’t  come  back?” 

“Don’t  know,  Danny.  The  monev  is  not  mine.  I  want 
to  do  the  right  tiling.” 

“The  right  thing  would  be  to  give  me  a  couple  of  weeks’ 
: .  '  -  pay  right  now,  Billy.” 

"Pshaw,  Danny !  Whv,  that  would  take  it  all  and  where 
wou’d  the  rest  come  in?  No,  no!  It  won’t  do.  Whiffles 
made  r::o 'bo  -  <•(  this  show  and  boss  1  mean  to  be  till  I 
o  <•  the  j  >yj  for  good.” 


Delany  was  about  to  answer  this  when  suddenly  the  bay 
of  the  bloodhound  was  heard  close  to  them. 

“It’s  the  dog !  He’s  coming !”  gasped  Delany.  “Billy, 
what  are  we  going  to  do  ?” 

“Shoot  him  if  he  comes  too  close,”  replied  Billy  coolly. 

He  drew  his  revolver  and  stood  ready. 

There  was  only  a  moment  to  wait. 

Then  all  at  once  a  huge  Danish  bloodhound  came  bound¬ 
ing  out  of  the  woods. 

It  was  a  fearful-looking  brute,  almost  as  big  as  a  calf 
with  a  lolling  tongue  and  fangs  all  exposed;  it  made  a 
rush  for  Billy — Delany  had  taken  to  his  heels  and  vanished 
inside. 

Xow  he  had  an  excuse  to  shoot  it,  while  before  he  had 
been  rather  in  doubt  what  to  do. 

Billy  was  a  crack  shot  in  his  way. 

For  several  months  he  had  been  practicing  with  glass 
balls. 

He  felt  sure  of  taking  the  big  Dane  in  a  vital  spot 
if  he  only  had  light  enough  to  see  what  he  was  doing. 

Fortune  favored  the  boy,  for  at  that  instant  c-ame  the 
brightest  flash  of  all. 

Crack !  Crack ! 

Billy  fired  twice. 

Which  shot  killed  the  bloodhound  is  doubtful,  but  one 
did  it.  | 

With  a  fearful  cry  the  big  brute  leaped  into  the  air  and 
fell  dead  at  Billy’s  feet. 

“Sure,  you  have  fixed  him !”  cried  Delany  looking  out  of 
the  window. 

“What  is  it?”  called  Johnson  from  below.  “Is  it  that 
dog  again?”  • 

“Shut  the  door,  Johnson,  and  keep  it  shut!”  cried  Billy. 
“This  job  is  only  just  begun!” 

Shots  were  heard.  Someone  was  coming  through  the 
bushes. 

A  moment  more  and  two  men  came  out  into  the  open. 

One  carried  a  lantern  and  both  were  drenched  to  the 
skin. 

“Blast  you  !  what  have  you  been  doing?”  yelled  the  com¬ 
panion  of  the  man  with  the  lantern.  “Have  you  shot  my 
dog?” 

“I’ve  just-shot  a  dog!”  retorted  Billy. 

Tall  language  from  the  man  with  the  lantern. 

He  whipped  out  a  revolver,  bawling  that  lie  would 
do  Billy. 

Dili  the  boss  of  the  bad  show  was  there  before  hi-m 
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Fake  your  lesson  right  now,”  he  said  steadily,  and  before 
1  ho  imp  could  get.  his  revolver  out  Billy  had  his  up  and 
ready  for  business. 

“Drop  it!  Drop  it!”  he  cried.  “Don’t  you  muss  with 

I  ** 

me 

The  man  with  the  revolver  thought  he  wouldn’t. 

“You  will  pay  for  this,  boy!”  he  snarled.  “That  dog 
was  worth  live  hundred  dollars  if  he  was  worth  one  cent !” 

“Then  you  ought  to  have  taken  better  care  of  him. 
"What  business  have  you  to  set  him  on  me?” 

The  man  with  the  lantern  whispered  something  and  the 
dthcr  cooled  down. 

“Who  are  vou,  anvwav?”  he  demanded.  “Do  you  be- 
long  to  that  had  show  what  showed  in  Skadonk  to-night?” 

“Yes  I  do — what  then?” 

“I  want  to  see  the  boss.” 

“I’m  the  boss.” 

“You  are  ordv  a.  bow” 

V  v 

“That  don't  make  any  difference.  I’m  the  boss:  what 
do  you  want?” 

;  “Is  your  show  here  ?” 

“Some  of  it.  Why  do  you  ask?  What  right  have  you 
got  to  question  me?” 

“I'm  the  sheriff  of  this  countv.  I’ve  got  a  writ  of  at- 

■w  o 

tachrnent  against  Reilly  &  Whiffles.  Are  either  of  them 
here  ?” 

“Xo;  neither  of  them.” 

“Are  the  horses  here?” 

•  “We  have  two  horses  here,  yes.” 

And  the  elephant?” 

‘Yes,  the  elephant  is  here,  too. 

Delany  and  Miss  Malognio,  who  were  in  the  doorway 
listening,  wondered  to  hear  Billy  admit  it. 

But  Billy  knew  what  he  was  about. 

If  the  sheriff  really  had  the  writ  there  was  no  use  in 
denying  the  presence  of  the  elephant — there  was  no  use 
anyhow.  Besides  Billy  was  relying  upon  Sandy  to  take 
care  of  himself.  ■,  . 

“Let  me  see  your  writ,”  he  said.  “I’m  not  going  to 
stand  out  against  jjie  law,  but  I  don't  propose  to  have  an 
elephant  worth  five  thousand  dollars  hunted  with  blood¬ 
hounds.  There's  no  sense  in  that." 

“We  will  settle  about  the  dog  later,'’  said  the  sheriff, 
who  seemed  to  realize  That  lie  had  put  himself  in  a  bad 
position  by  taking  the  risk  of  destroying  the  very  property 
he  had  been  charged  to  preserve.  • 

“Trot  out  your  elephant.  We  will  attend  to  his  case. 
We  want  vour  horses,  too.” 

-  “And  what’s  to  become  of  the  ladies  if  you  steal  our 
horses?”  screamed  Miss  Malognio.  “I  think  you  are  per¬ 
fectly  horrid.  Don't  let  him  touch  Sandy,  Billy!  “It’s 
a  shame !” 

“It  must  be  done,”  replied  Billy.  “Johnson!”  he  called. 
“Oh,  Johnson  !  Open  the  door  and  let  these  gentlemen  in.” 

Xow  Johnson  had  perfect  confidence  in  Billy  and  would 
have  obeyed  him  no  matter  what  he  was  told  to  do. 

vSo  Johnson  opened  the  door  and  all  hands  went  into 
the  cellar  of  the  old  rum  distillery. 

“And  that’s  the  elephant!”  cried  the  sheriff,  so  pleased 
with  his  capture  that  he  almost  forgot  the  loss  of  the 
bloodhound.  “What's  his  name?”  j 
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“Sandy,”  replied  Billy,  giving  Johnson  the  wink  a* 
the  lantern  was  field  up  in  Sandy's  face. 

At  the  same  time  he  whispered  something  in  the  pro¬ 
fessor's  ear. 

Hull!"  chuckled  Johnson.  “I  guess  yes.” 

Sandy!  Sandy!  Hello,  Sandy!”  cried  the  sheriff  ad¬ 
vancing  toward  the  elephant  and  holding  out  his  band. 

Just  then  Johnson  said  something. 

So  did  Sandy  in  his  more  peculiar  way. 

Dp  went  his  trunk  and  the  sheriff  got  a  swipe  alongside 
the  head  which  knocked  him  over. 

“Oh  l  Oh  !  He’s  killed  me  !”  roared  the  sheriff. 

But  Sandv  had  only  lust  begun. 

He  made  one  stride  forward  and  catching  the  sheriff 
“amidships”  gravely  trotted  out  of  doors  with  the  strug¬ 
gling  man  in  his  trunk  and  dropped  him  into  the  creek, 
after  which  he  commenced  to  dance,  first  on  one  foot  and 
then  on  the  other  as  much  as  to  sav : 

“Oh,  see  what  I’ve  done!” 


CHAPTER  XII.  * 

MORE  TROUBLE  AT  SOUTH  RIVER. 

The  sheriff  scrambled  out  on  the  other  side  of  the  creek 
wild  with  rage. 

“Capture  that  elephant !  Bring  him  over  here !”  he 
shouted  to  his  assistant,  but  he  did  not  show  the  least  dis¬ 
position  to  come  back  to  the  old  run  distillery  himself. 

“Capture  nothing!”  cried  the  man  who  had  retreated 
to  a  safe  distance.  “Come  and  capture  him  yourself  if 
you  want  him !” 

“Don't  let  any  one  dare  to  lay  a  hand  on  him !”  shouted 
Billy.  “I  am  here  to  protect  this  elephant  and  I  propose 
to  do  it,  sheriff  or  no  sheriff!” 

Johnson  led  Sandv  back  into  the  cellar  then. 

Billy  and  the  others  retreated  into  the  room  upstairs. 

“We  are  ready  for  you!”  shouted  Billy,  taking  his  place 
just  inside  the  door  with  his  revolver  in  hand.  “Xow 
come  on  if  vou.  dare  !” 

V 

There  was  some  further  talk  and  bluff  on  the  part  of 
the  sheriff,  but  lie  did  not  venture  nearer  than  the  bridge. 

Billy  made  no  answer,  and  Delany,  by  his  orders,  kept 
quiet,  too. 

At  last  the  sheriff  and  his  man,  finding  that  they  could 
make  no  headway,  gave  it  up  and  went  off  breathing 
threats  of  vengeance  and  promising  to  return  again  with 
a  force  which  would  be  sufficient  to  capture  the"  elephant 
and  all  hands. 

Xot  a  word  was  said  about  little  Mamie,  however,  and 
Billy  began  to  hope  that  Farmer  Van  Dunk  had  given 
it  up. 

It  rained  all  night  until  four  o'clock,  and  Billy,  who 
had  remained  constantly  on  guard,  woke  up  the'  ladies 
and  Delany  and  started  back  along  the  Hum  road. 

They  easily  found  the  place  where  they  had  made  the 
mistake  and  turned  off,  and  by  nine  o  clock  the\  came  into 
the  little  town  of  South  River. 

(To  be  continued) 
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B.  Vanders,  a  farmer  of  South  Holland,  Ill.,  was  fined 
$1  for  whipping  his  horse  by  Judge  Frank  Brest  here.  He 
did  not  have  the -dollar,  but  hired  an  auto  for  $10  to  take 
the  judge  to  his  farm,  where  he  could  collect  the  $1  flue, 
so  lie  would  not  have  to  go  to  jail. 


While  gathering  ferns  along  the  banks  of  the  Guadalupe 
for  a  church  social,  Ed  Benedict,  Clyde  Sorrell  and  FT. 
Bond,  of  Belmont,  Texas,  discovered  a  large  alligator 
sleeping  under  the  foliage.  A  rope  was  secured  and  the 
animal,  after  •  a  struggle,  was  captured.  He  measured 
eight  feet  in  length,  and,  according  to  alligator  experts, 
?s  almost  200  years  old.  How  he  came  to  visit  the  Guada¬ 
lupe  is  a  mj’stery,  as  ‘"■gators”’  are  not  found  in  this  section 

of  the  countrv. 

«/ 


Firmin  Cassignol,  champion  billiard  player  of  France, 
and  by  many  experts  regarded  as  the  greatest  player  in 
the  world  at  all  styles  of  billiards,  has  arranged  to  play  a 
series  of  exhibitions  with  George  “Student”  Slosson  on  a 
tour  that  will  embrace  all  the  leading  cities  of  the  West 
end  Southwest.  Slosson  himself  says  that  Cassignol  is  a 
“r:  arvelom  player,  and  at  masse  execution  the  superior  of 
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ada,”  while  Maurice  Daly  believes  the  Frenchman 
whl  give  Willie  Hoppe,  the  balkline  champion  of  the 
r;d,  a  hard  fight  for  his  titles.  Cassignol  is  credited 
Nrith  a  practice  run  of  oUS  at  18.2,  as  against  Hoppe’s  022. 


A  hand  car,  upon  which  is  mounted  a  gasoline  engine, 
is  the  latest  form  of  vehicle  used  for  carrying  the  mails 
between  Oxford  and  Peachbottom,  Pa.,  along  the  line  of 
the  Lancaster,  Oxford  and  Southern  Railroad.  The  rail¬ 
road  recently  suspended  operation  because  of  requirements 
imposed  by  the  interstate  commerce  commission,  hut  the 
company  had  a  contract  to  carry  the  mails.  The  post- 
office  department  demanded  that  the  contract  be  filled, 
and  the  commerce  commission  forbade  the  company  to 
take  its  engines  from  the  roundhouse.  David  Riley  came 
to  the  rescue  with  the  home-made  auto  hand  car. 


The  Rev.  H.  H.  Peters,  pastor  of  the  First  Christian 
Church  of  Paris,  Ill.,  desires  the  patronage  of  couples  who 
go  over  the  State  line  from  Terre  Haute  to  the  Illinois 
Gretna  Green.  He  is  not  diffident.  Therefore,  he  has 
written  to  a  Terre  ITante  newspaper  to  have  it  say :  “Paris 
has  a  sure  enough  marrying  parson.  Rev.  H.  H.  Peters,  of 
that  city,  has  qualified.  In  less  than  two  years  he  has 
married  ninety-two  couples,  of  whom  twenty-two  couples 
were  from  Indiana.  The  First  Christian  Church  of  Paris 
is  a  large  organization  of  over  1,200  members.  The  church 
is  located  one  block  from  the  public  square,  and  within  a 
half  block  of  the  interurban  station.  The  parson  has  an 
office  in  the  church,  and  is  ready  to  meet  the  young  people 
at  all  hours.  If  people  are  determined  to  leave  Indiana 
to  get  married,  they  can  do  no  better  than  strike  for  Paris 
1  and  look  up  the  marrying  parson.” 
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Mrs.  Marie  Maggie,  of  Malden,  Mass.,  is  having  the 
unique  experience  of  cutting  her  third  set  of  teeth.  She  is 
seventy  years  old.  When  her  gums  became  sore  she  went 
to  a  dentist  who  discovered  the  new  teeth  forcing  their 
way  through  the  gum.  It  is  declared  the  growth  is  phe¬ 
nomenal. 


Figures  made  public  by  the  German  trade  unions  give 
the  number  of  unemployed  in  Germany  at  500,000.  The 
same  authority  says  that  the  average  number  of  appli¬ 
cants  for  every  100  positions  open  is  from  200  to  300  in 
Berlin,  Breslau,  Hanover,  Frankfort,  Dusseldorf  and 
Strassburg;  350  in  Bremen  and  Hamburg,  492  in  Leipsic, 
629  in  Dresden,  while  in  nine  other  important  cities  the 
average  number  of  applicants  for  every  100  positions 
ranges  from  160  to  200. 


The  order  of  the  Iron  Cross  was  conferred  on  hundreds 
of  Londoners,  but  not  bv  the  Kaiser.  The  crosses  in  ques- 
tion  were  an  imitation  of  the  German  iron  Maltese  cross 
and  were  sold  on  the  Strand  and  other  principal  thorough¬ 
fares  for  one  penny  apiece,  including  a  long  piece  of  yel¬ 
low  ribbon.  The  idea  appealed  so  much  to  several  drivers 
that  they  purchased  crosses  and  tied  them  around  the 
necks  of  their  horses,  and  when  a  bulldog  appeared  in 
Trafalgar  Square  with  an  iron  cross  attached  to  its  collar 
the  owner  of  the  dog  was  congratulated  on  having  such  a 
highly  honored  canine.  Warlike  youngsters  who  parade 
the  streets  on  Saturdays  when  the  schools  are  closed  were 
frequently  decorated  with  these  iron  crosses  by  older  per¬ 
sons. 


guns;  live  field-artillery  regiments,  each  of  nine  batteries 
of  four  guns :  one  regiment  of  howitzers  of  six  batteries—- 
one  of  them  mortar — two  batteries  ef  horse  artillery;  one 
regiment  of  fortress  artillery,  one  park  of  siege  artillery, 
one  division  of  cavalry  of  four  regiments,  with  four  sec¬ 
tions  of  quick-firing  machine  guns;  two  battalions  of  en¬ 
gineers,  and  a  park  of  aeroplanes.  The  Servian  infantry 
is  armed  with  Mauser  rifles.  The  peace  strength  of  the 
Servian  army  amounts  -to  35,174  men.  In  war  times 
there  are  467,630  men  available.  The  king  is  commander- 
in-chief  of  the  army :  to  him  soldiers  take  the  other  lov- 

o  y  v 

alty.  He  decides  the  organization  of  the  army  and  the 
arrangements  of  the  higher  departments,  institutions  and 
military  schools.  He  draws  np  the  regulations  for  disci¬ 
pline  and  directs  the  employment  of  the  army  in  times  of 
peace  and  war.  The  king,  proclaims  war  and  concludes 
peace. 
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JOKES  AND  JESTS 


“Do  you  really  believe,  Miss  Hicks,  that  ignorance  is 
bliss?”  “I  don’t  know.  You  seem  to  be  happy.” 


“Oh,  dearie,  I  just  thought  about  asking  you  to  fix  the 
stove  pipe  for  me.”  “Just  thought  about  it?  It’s  what  I 
call  a  put-up  job.” 


Inspector  in  Chicago  Police  Station — What’s  your  name  ? 
Prisoner — Patrick  Sweeney.  What  nationality  are  you? 
An  Irishman.  What’s  your  business?  An  Italian  organ 

grinder ! 

O  » 


Mrs.  Caller:  “So  your  husband  is  out  cycling ?  Whv 
aren’t  von  scouring  the  country  with  him  on  vour  bicycle  ?” 
Airs.  Wheered:  “Ob,  I  have  to  stav  home  to  scour  tire 
country  off  his  clothes.” 


Mrs.  O’Brien — Sure,  a  dhrop  now  an’  thin  is  a  eomforf ; 
but  aren’t  ve  afraid,  Mrs.  Hinnessy,  ve’ll  get  the  habit? 
Airs.  Hennessy — -Niver  a  bit !  Ale  ould  man’s  been  drinkin’ 
ut  stiddy  these  forty  years  past,  an’  he’s  niver  got  the 
habit. 


“I  thought  you  were  never  going  to  speak  to  Harold 
again  as  long  as  you  lived,’’  said  one  girl.  “I  know  I  said 
so.”  replied  the  other.  “It  wasn’t  my  fault  that  I  broke 
the  resolution.”  “How  did  it  happen?”  “He  called  me 
over  the  telephone.” 


Military  service  in  Servia  is  compulsory  and  universal. 
Recruits  enlist  at  the  age  of  21,  and  complete  their  service 
when  45.  The  national  army  has  three  “bans”:  First, 
from  21  to  30  years:  second,  30  to  38,  and  third  “ban,” 
from  38  to  45.  Besides  these,  there  is  a  “levee  en  masse” 
or  “last  defense,”  containing  all  males  between  the  ages 
of  18  and  21  who  have  not  yet  passed  through  the  regular 
army,  and  all  other  males  between  45  and  50.  The  king¬ 
dom  of  Servia  is  divided  into  live  divisions,  colitaining  in 
peace  twenty  infantry  regiments,  each  of  three  battalions 
and  four  companies,  and  a  section  of  quick-firing  machine 


“Alary,  will  ye  look  across  th’  airshaft  now  at  the  pitcher 
of  ice-water  the  Hanrahans  have  in  the  windy?”  “It  ain’t 
ice  at  all.  It’s  nothing  but  a  chunk  of  glass.  Oh,  the 
hypookersv  of  some  people  that  wants  to  put  on  style  when 
they  ain’t  got  the  price !” 


The  children  were  telling  a  visitor  what  they  studied  at 
school.  “I,”  said  the  oldest,  “get  reading,  spelling  and 
definitions.”  “And  what  do  you  get.  my  little  man?”  said 
the  visitor,  addressing  the  littlest,  one,  who  had  listened  m 
a  bored  way  while  the  others  recited  their  lists.  "Oh,  l 
dels  reudin',  spellin'  and  spankin'.” 
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THE  ESCAPED  CONVICT. 


By  John  Sherman. 

«-  ■ 

“How  fa  r  am  I  from  the  tavern  ?” 

“Three  miles,  sir.” 

The  tollgate  keeper  looked  anxiously  in  my  face  as  he 
field  up  his  lantern,  athwart  which  the  gusts  of  raiu  dashed 
furiously. 

“What  time  is  it?” 

He  glanced  over  his  shoulder,  through  the  half  open 
icor,  where  fire  and  candle  light  gleamed  cheerfully  upon 
:he  face  of  a  cheap  wooden  clock. 

“Nine  o'clock,  sir.” 

I  spurred  on  my  horse,  with  a  word  or  two  of  thanks, 
-he  closing  door  of  the  tollhouse  shutting  out  all  warmth 
md  light  and  hi^jnan  companionship,  and  I  was  once  more 
done  in  the  w%id  and  storm  and  pitchy  darkness.  No 
natter — three  miles  was  no  distance  worth  speaking  of. 
L  should  soon  be  within  shelter;  so  I  patted  my  horse’s 
aeck,  and  spoke  soothingly  to  him. 

“Old  fellow,  don't  be  nervous.  Heaven's  artiller}r  will 
rart  neither  of  us,  and  you  shall  have  a  feed  of  oats  and  a 
mug,  dry  stable  very  soon !” 

Sultan  tossed  his  superb  head,  as  if  he  fully  compre- 
lended  my  encouraging  words,  and  quickened  his  pace. 
But  at  that  instant  a  blaze  of  lightning  more  brilliant  and 
rivid  than  I  had  yet  experienced,  revealed  the  whole  sur¬ 
rounding  scenery  to  me  in  ghastly  distinctness — deep 
ivoods,  through  which  the  narrow  road  wound  sinously — a 
mnken,  zigzag  fence  on  each  side,  and — could  it  have  been 
possible  that  I  was  mistaken?  or  did  a  white,  terrified 
face  glare  at  mine  through  the  low  cedar  thickets,  in  that 
instant  of  illuminatiop? 

“Hello !”  I  cried  out,  listening  intently  for  some  other 
sound  than  the  rush  of  rain  and  the  perpetual  flutter  of 
moving  foliage  in  the  wind.  But  no  sound  was  returned. 
Iwice  I  repeated  the  summons — twice  it  was  in  vain. 

“We  are  dreaming,  Sultan,”  I  said,  encouragingly,  to 
rny  horse.  “Come,  get  on,  old  fellow,  or  we  shall  fancy 
mi^elves  hemmed  in  by  witches.”' 

I  am  not  a  nervous  man  by  nature,  but  those  three  miles 
seemed  to  me  the  longest  three  I  had  ever  traversed,  and 
unconsciously  I  kept  listening  for  footsteps  ou  the  side  of 
the  road,  watching  for  pale,  frightened  faces ;  and  when  at 
last  the  ruddy  lights  of  the  wayside  tavern  gleamed 
through  the  dense,  misty  darkness,  I  welcomed  them  with 
a  glad  heart. 

That  night  I  slept  the  dull,  heavy  sleep  of  a  thoroughly 
wearied  man,  and  rose,  depressed  and  unrefreshed,  in  the 
morning.  Not  even  the  fragrant  slices  of  ham  and  the 
good  coffee  could  inspire  me  with  an  appetite. 

“Bring  me  my  bill,  landlord,  if  you  please,”  I  said. 

“I’m  sorry  you  should  have  been  delayed,  sir,”  said  the 
fat  and  jolly  Boniface,  bursting  in,  “but  the  servants  have 
just  come  in  from  the  village,  and  they’re  telling  me  of  a 
very  extraordinary  occurrence — a  lunatic,  sir — one  of  their 
wor-r  cases,  escaped  from  the  asylum,  and  at  large  in  the 
woods !” 

“A  lunatic  I”  I  exclaimed. 


I  felt  the  blood  ebb  away  from  my  cheeks  as  I  remem¬ 
bered  the  white  face  among  the  cedar  thickets  of  the 
wilderness. 

“"What  time  did  he  escape  ?”  I  asked. 

“'About  seven  o’clock,  sir,”  he  replied. 

And  I  had  seen  the  apparition  at  a  little  after  nine. 
Then  it  was  no  optical  delusion — no  spectre  of  a  disor¬ 
dered  imagination. 

I  paid  my  bill  without  a  word;  then  I  told  my  host  what 
I  had  seen. 

“Dear  me,  sir,”  said  the  excited  landlord.  “But  they're, 
on  his  track ;  they’ll  soon  secure  him.” 

“Landlord,”  I  said,  as  I  drew  on  my  gloves,  “is  it  far  to 
Arch  Hall?” 

“Arch  Hall,  sir?  Squire  Ackley’s?  Only  about  two 
miles  by  the  footpath  through  the  woods — six  by  the  high¬ 
roads.” 

I  waited  an  instant.  Bright  and  warm  the  summer 
morning  sunshine  streamed  in  upon  the  floor;  softly  the 
breeze  stirred  the  creepers  that  trailed  over  the  porch 
pillars.  I  thought  of  Sultan,  already  overwearied. 

“I  have  half  a  mind  to  walk,  and  let  you  send  Sultan 
after  me  this  afternoon,”  I  said. 

“It’s  just  a  pleasant  walk,  sir,”  said  mine  host,  rubbing 
his  bands  and  smiling.  “Squire  Ackley  an  old  friend  of 
vours,  sir?” 

“"Yes — no;  I  have  never  seen  him.  He  was  my  brothers 
friend.” 

The  landlord  looked  at  the  deep  mourning  weed  on  my 
hat  and  nodded. 

“Are  you  expected,  sir?”  he  asked. 

“1  suppose  so,”  I  replied. 

Other  questions,  no  doubt,  ray  landlord  would  have 
asked,  but  I  checked  them  by  inquiring  the  exact  way.  and 
set  forth. 

It  was  a  lonely  path,  lying  through  a  solitary  glen.  The 
trees  were  yet  drenched  and  dripping  from  the  storm  of  the 
night  before,  and  as  I  pushed  my  way  through  overhang¬ 
ing  bushes,  the  drops  of  moisture  drenched  me  with 
miniature  showers;  but  I  cared  not. 

I  was  picking  my  way  over  the  stones  that  lay  across  a 
rivulet  directly  in  the  path,  when,  looking  up,  I  met  the 
gaze  of  a  pair'  of  dark  eyes. 

A  man,  wearing  a  little  Scotch  cap,  and  with  his  hair 
and  clothing  sprinkled  with  bright  drops,  stood  before  me. 
He  must  have  sprung  down  the  steep  hillside  with  almost 
incredible  agility.  Pale,  with  dark  eyes  and  wet,  matted 
hair  pushed  away  from  his  high  white  forehead,  he  seemfcd 
to  me  to  bring  back  the  scene  of  the  night  before — the 
wooded  wilderness  and  the  blue-white  gleam  of  the  light¬ 
ning. 

“I  wish  you  a  good  morning,  sir,”  he  said,  pleasantly. 
“I  confess  I  didn’t  expect  to  meet  strangers  in  this  out-of- 
the-way  place.” 

I  returned  his  salutation  somewhat  stiffly.  He  glanced 
at  my  dress,  which  probably  bore  the  impress  of  my  jour¬ 
ney  of  the  night  before. 

“Ah,”  he  said,  jocosely,  “so  you  were  out  in  the  rain 
last  night?” 

Was  I  only  giving  vent  to  my  suspicious,  or  was  the 
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crafty  cunning  of  madness  in  his  eye  as  he  looked  at  me, 
as  if  to  sound  whether  I  remembered  him  or  not? 

1  looked  him  steadily  in  the  eye  as  I  answered : 

■  “Yes,  and  you  were,  too." 

He  started,  and  his  eyes  suddenly  fell  before  mine — a 
deep  crimson  spot  turned  an  instant  in  each  cheek,  and 
then  left  them  paler  than  before. 

“You  are  mistaken,  sir,”  he  said. 

I  resolved  to  humor  the  whim  of  the  instant,  more  par¬ 
ticularly  as  I  caught  sight  of  the  gleam  of  a  silver- 
mounted  revolver  in  his  inside  coat  pocket. 

Truly  this  was  no  pleasant  predicament,  to  be  alone  in 
the  woods  with  a  madman,  and  an  armed  madman,  too.  I 
had  faced  death,  undaunted.  I  had  lain  in  a  fever  trance 
and  heard  the  physicians  whisper  of  me,  “There  is  not  the 
shadow  of  hope  for  him,”  yet  never  before  had  I  felt  such 
a  sickening  thrill  of  terror,  such  an  appalling  nearness  of 
death  as  now  came  over  me.  What  should  I  do?  Where 
should  I  turn  ?  1  resolved  to  conciliate  as  far  as  possible. 

“A  lonely  place,”  1  said,  trying  to  speak  composedly. 

“Yes.”  I  could  see  that  he  was  watching  me  intently, 
as  we  walked  along,  never  taking  his  eyes  off  me,  and  my 
blood  ran  cold  at  the  glitter  of  that  unnaturally  brilliant 
eye. 

“Are  we  far  from  the  high-road?”  1  asked. 

“About  half  a  mile,”  he  said. 

I  dropped  a  little  back;  with  one  spring  he  was  by  my 
side. 

“The  path  is  narrow,”  I  apologized,  “and - ” 

“Wide  or  narrow,  I  prefer  walking  side  by  side,”  he 
said,  sternly,  with  a  downward  glance  at  the  weapon  lying 
against  his  breast,  and  a  menacing  look  at  me.” 

“Certainly,”  I  stammered,  “certainly.” 

But  what  had  been  half -defined  doubt  before  became 
open  apprehension  now.  I  felt  the  full  peril  of  my  posi¬ 
tion.  Should  I  be  murdered  in  this  solitary  glen,  with  no 
human  aid  near,  no  mortal  ear  to  catch  my  dying  cry.  Yo 
oue  could  prophesy  how  or  when  the  fearful  malady  of  my 
unwelcome  companion  would  burst  into  open  fury!  I  did 
not  like  the  expression  of  his  face  as  I  glanced  sidewise  at 
it;  but  I  ventured  no  more  questions.  The  cold  perspira- 
t  ion  stood  on  my  forehead ;  the  blood  seemed  congealing 
around  my  vitals;  at  every  step  I  felt  as  if  my  limbs  must 
o-ive  way  beneath  me. 

I  stopped  an  instant,  ostensibly  to  fasten  the  lace  of  one 
of  mv  walking  boots,  which  had  become  loose — actually 
to  rest  a  moment.  When  I  rose  up  again  I  was  alone  in 
1  be  green,  shifting  light  of  the  shadowy  glen. 

My  companion  had  vanished. 

My  heart  leaped  up  with  a  sensation  of  freedom  and 
lightsomeness  that  pervaded  every  pulse.  The  summer 
sunshine  on  the  moss  seemed  brightened  with  a  new  glow; 
the  wild  roses,  nodding  around  my  feet,  seemed  sweeter, 
and  the  song  of  the  birds  bore  new  meaning  to  ray  ears. 
Free,  free  at  last!  And  I  hastened  my  footsteps  toward 
Arcli  Hall  with  a  feeling  that  I  was  hurrying  to  some  city 
(A  re  f'uire. 

i  pulled  the  bell.  A  servant  in  plain  black  came  to  the 
door. 

I  gave  the  man  my  card,  and  sat  down  to  wait  in  a  little 


reception  room  at  the  right  of  the  hall.  Presently  he  f  arae 
back. 

“Master  is  in  his  library,  sir;  will  you  please  step  inf” 

I  followed  the  man  through  a  wide  hall,  floored  with 
polished  oak,  to  a  handsome  room,  where  a  gentleman  was 
standing  at  a  table. 

“Mr.  Earnscliffe,  I  am  delighted  to  welcome  you  to 
Arch  Hall,  both  for - ” 

He  stopped  abruptly,  and  stared  at  me  like  one  bewil¬ 
dered. 

“Why,  it's  the  lunatic !”  he  exclaimed. 

“IPs  the  madman !”  I  ejaculated,  for,  in  very  truth,  my 
friend  of  the  solitary  glen  stood  before  me,  the  revolver 
yet  gleaming  from  his  inside  pocket. 

“Yo,  I  am  not  a  lunatic;  I  am  Charles  Earnscliffe,”  I 
said,  beginning  to  see  through  our  mutual  misapprehen¬ 
sions. 

“And  I  am  Philip  Ackley,  no  madder  than  I  always 
am  !”  lie  exclaimed,  clasping  my  hand  cordially. 

And  in  the  same  moment  two  -  or  three  men  servants 
burst  into  the  hall. 

“'Sir,  sir,  if  you  please,  they've  caught  the  poor  mad  fel¬ 
low - ” 

“'And  they've  locked  him  safe  up !” 

Mr.  Ackley  and  I  stared  at  one  another  and  at  the 
servants  an  instant,  and  then  burst  into  involuntary  peals 
of  laughter. 

“Shake  hands  once  more,  Earnschtfe,”  said/ my  host, 
genially.  “Our  acquaintance  has  begun  oddly,  but  it  shall 
none  the  less  ripen  into  friendship.''-' 

Philip  Ackley  was  right — he  became  my  friend,  and  re¬ 
mained  so  until  the  day  of  his  death. 

— - >  i  Mq«»-pn»  i  i - 

PET  SYAKE  SAVES  HIM  FROM  LOCK-UP 

KEEPER. 

A  man  with  “snakes”  is  not  uncommon  at  Central  po¬ 
lice  station,  St.  Paul,  Minn.  The  officials  have  their  own 
way  of  handling  them.  A  man  with  a  single  snake,  and 
that  more  than  three  feet  long,  is  another  proposition,  and 
caused  more  activity  on  the  part  of  portly  jailers  and 
patrolmen  than  anything  which  has  entered  the  station  in 
years. 

Ah  innocent-appearing  offender  was  brought  to  the  desk. 
Sergt.  M.  J.  Fallon  took  the  man's  name,  and  Jailer  Ed 
Yeuman  began  to  search  him. 

All  went  well  until  he  passed  his  hand  under  the  man's 
coat.  Then  came  a  muffled  cry  and  Jailer  Yeuman  estab¬ 
lished  a  new  record  for  the  standing  broad  jump. 

From  under  the  man's  coat  appeared  the  head  of  a 
snake,  followed  by  about  three  feet  and  a  half  more  snake, 
which  coiled  on  the  desk  and  looked  first  at  Sergeant  Fal¬ 
lon  and  then  at  Detective  John  Rowan. 

For  a  moment  not  a  word  was  spoken,  but  there  was  a 
mighty  shuffling  of  feet  toward  the  door. 

The  man  who  owned  the  snake  picked  the  pet  up  and 
held  it  to  his  face,  explaining  that  it  would  harm  no 
one. 

With  the  snake  in  his  hands  the  man  walked  or.:  :he 
door.  When  he  had  left  some  one  asked  what  the  c  u  $ 
against  the  man  were. 

That  question  is  unanswered. 
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r'io  \  anderbiit  Cup  and  the  Grand-  Prix  automobile 
>es  'iaye  been  granted  to  the  Panama-Pacific  In  termi¬ 
nal  Exposition  for  1915.  Hollis  E.  Cooley,  chief  of 
via l  events  of  the  exposition,  and  W.  L.  Lughson, 
unman  of  the  racing  committee,  have  returned  from 
w  ^-ork  Citv,  where  they  made  the  necessary  prelim - 
arrangements  for  the  races. 


■C  motor-cvcle  fire-fightins;  force,  said  to  be  the  first  in 

v  O  O  y 

nnsvl vania,  has  been  organized  as  an  auxiliary  to  Fire 
mpany  Xo.  1,  of  Glenolden.  Five  men,  each  of  whom 
ns  a  motor  cycle,  comprise  the  force.  One  'carries  a 
jmieal  hose  on  his  machine,  another  the  chemical  ma¬ 
ne,  and  the  three  others  carry  sections  of  water  hose, 
e  motor-cycle  squad  can  reach  any  place  in  the  bor- 
?h  in  less  than  two  minutes  after  the  sounding  of  an 
rm. 


3ne  of  the  most  unusual  cases  ever  known  at  St.  Louis, 
>.,  and  one  which  is  attracting  the  attention  of  many 
vsicians,  is  that  of  Miss  Lena  Bearan,  who  began  swal- 
ring  plum  seeds  when  she  was  .a  small  child,  and  now, 
the  age  of  17,  is  beginning  to  cough  them  up.  The 
vsicians  who  are  attending  the  young  woman  have 
tv-three  plum  stones  in  their  possession,  and  know  that 
■re  are  at  least  a  dozen  more  which  the  girl  coughed 
before  medical  attention  was  called  to  the  case. 


While  George  Davis,  of  Millcreek,  Inch,  was  working  in 
onion  field  near  Walker  ton,  he  was  handed  a  telegram 
rising  him  that  he  was  heir  to  a  fortune  of  about 
1,000.  A  half  hour  later  he  had  discarded  his  overalls, 
cded  in  a  new  suit  of  clothes  and  was  on  board. a  train 

■  Milwaukee  to  prove  his  heirship.  “I  am  going  to  own 

■  own  onion  patch  when  I -come  back/’  was  Davis'  fare- 
11  as  the  train  pulled  out.  He  did  not  know  that  he  had 
vealthv  relative  until  the  telegram  was  received. 


Thousands  of  bushels  of  kafir  corn  and  feferita  have 
in  devoured  by  blackbirds  in  the  northwestern  part  of 
lahoma.  it  is  said,  during  the  last  few  months,  and  the 
ds  are  becoming  such  a  pest  that  commissioners  of 
‘  counties  affected  are  considering  offering  a  bounty 
■  them.  The  farmers,  especially  those  living  along  the 
er,  -ornp-ain  that  the  birds  are  becoming  more  numer- 
;  each  Year.  The  trees  along  the  river  are  the  natural 
aitat  of  the  blackbirds.  They  swoop  down  on ’feed  racks 
'1  grain  in  -warms. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mortimer  E.  Arnold  have  just  celebrated 
i  fiftieth  anniversary  of  their  wedding  at  the  home  of 
;ir  da  ighter,  Mrs.  Fred  De  Bruin,  Sparta,  Wis.  The 
iasio u  -  one  of  exceptional  note  owing  to  the  fact  that 
Arnold’.-,  mother  was  present  at  this  celebration.  This 
Jerabb-  lac v  L  in  her  100th  year.  -The  five  living  chil- 
>n  vc re  ai-o  :n  attendance.  Thev  are  Orville  L. 


Clyde  Arnold  of  Sparta,  A.  E.  Arnold  and  Mrs.  F.  V. 
Wanke  of  Belleville,  Wis.,  and  Mrs.  B.  E.  Stnrdevint  of 
Minneapolis. 


When  Warden  Simpson,  of  the  State  prison  at  Jackson, 
Mich.,  goes  before  the  Legislature  next  winter  to  ask  for 
money  to  buy  more  land  for  prison  farms  he  will  have 
some  figures  that  are  likely  to  prove  potent  arguments. 
The  fi  gures  show  what  has  been  done  on  one  of  the  80- 
acre  farms  purchased  last  year.  The  farm  cost  the  State 
$25,875,  and  this  year  was  planted  to  string  beans,  after  a 
crop  of  peas  had  already  been  taken  off.  These  beans 
have  been  harvested  and  canned  in  the  prison  canning  fac¬ 
tory,  and,  figured  at  wholesale  car-lot  prices,  are  worth 
$29,531.10.  Thus  the  first  year's  crop  has  paid  the  whole 
cost  of  the  farm,  besides  more  than  enough  to  pay  for  the 
cans  in  which  the  beans  have  been  put  up. 


Edward  Peimers  and  James  F.  Kelly,  of  Oregon  City, 
Ore.,  are  operating  the  only  plant  of  its  kind  in  the  world. 
It  produces  eel  oil,  which  is  used  in  the  manufacture 
of  leather  goods.  A  by-product  is  dried  eel  meat,  which 
finds  a  ready  market  as  chicken  feed.'  'The  plant  is  run¬ 
ning  at  full  capacity,  its  average  daily  output  being  fif¬ 
teen  gallons  of  oil  and  240  pounds  of  dried  meat.  Fisher¬ 
men  gather  the  eels  with  dipnets  from  the  pools  in  the 
rocks  around  the  falls.  The  fish  are  then  taken  to  the- 
plant,  placed  in  a  large  .vat,  and  cooked.  After  a  time 
the  valuable  oil  from  the  animals  rises  to  the  surface  and 
is  drained  off.  The  meat  is  then  ground  and  pressed,1 
and  still  more  o i  1  is  procured.  From  the  grinders  the 
eels,  now  almost  powdered,  are  placed  in  driers  and  later 
are  sacked.  The  government  is  said  to  be  making  a  study! 
of  the  process. 


Rex  Bassler,  a  youngster  of  six,  living  at  Darien,  Wis., 
lias  probably  the  strangest  driving  team  in  the  world — 
eight  snapping  turtles,  weighing  about  thirty  pounds  each 
and  from  fifty  to  seventy-five  years  old.  Fex  has  tamed 
them,  and  they  draw  him  in  his  express  wagon  like  ponies, 
although  they  are  not  likely  to  shatter  any  speed  records. 
The  youngster  learned  that  turtles  could  be  tamed  while' 
watching  his  father,  Max  Bassler,  catching  turtles  for  mar¬ 
ket.  lie  found  they  were  appreciative  of  kindly  treatment, 
hits  of  food,  and  soon  was  able  to  make  the  turtles  follow! 
him  about.  Persuading  his  father  to  give  him  some  of 
the  largest,  he  grouped  them. for  a  driving  team,  and  thev, 
seem  L>  enjoy  the  sport  as  much  as  he  likes  to  ride  behind 
them.  The  turtles  in  Bex's  team  are  so  old  that  their 
backs  are  covered  with  moss.  The  two  largest  are  males 
and  are  savage  to  all  but  Fex.  He  can  handle  them  as  he 
likes  and  can  stand  on  their  backs  and  let  them  walk  off 
with  him.  The  team  is  kept  in  line  by  means  of  a  wire 
harness.  Holes  were  drilled  in  the  backs  of  the  leaders’ 
shells  and  in  the  front  of  those  following  and  all  wired 


and  1  together. 
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ARTICLES  OF  ALL  KINDS 


CALF  HAS  RABBIT’S  TAIL. 

William  Wilson,  a  farmer,  of  Bedford,  Ind.,  is  the  pos¬ 
sessor  of  a  freak  calf.  The  animal,  apparently  healthy, 
is  unable  to  walk,  its  movements  being  restricted  to  an 
erratic  jumping  motion.  It  was  born  without  a  tail,  the 
nearest  approach  fo  such  an  appendage  being  a  hairy 
growth,  similar  in  form  and  size  to  that  displayed  by  the 
rabbit.  Hundreds  of  people  have  been  attracted  to  the 
A\  ilson  farm  by  reports  of  the  calf  s  peculiarities. 


some  30  feet  short  of  Saaristo's  mark,  he  should  have 
little  trouble  in  annexing  the  American  title. 

Niklander  and  Taipale,  however,  although  perhaps  more 
consistent  than  our  Jim  Duncan  and  Emil  Muller,  world  s 
record  holder  and  American  champion,  respectively,  may 
not  have  such  an  easy  time  in  their  specialty. 

The  Finnish  athletes  will  make  an  extended  tour  of  this 
country  both  before  and  after  the  exposition  games,  which 
are  scheduled  for  August  15,  1915. 


PANAMA-PAICIFIC  BROOM  EXHIBIT. 

All  of  the  brooms  used  by  the  Panama-Pacific  Interna¬ 
tional  Exposition  will  be  made  in  a  working  exhibit  in  the 
Palace  of  Manufactures,  where  a  modern  and  fully 
equipped  broom  factory  was  recently  installed.  Eight 
machines  will  make  it  possible  for  the  exhibitors  to  make 
every  type  of  broom  commonly  used,  or  that  the  exposition 
will  have  any  need  for,  from  the  heavy  street-sweeping 
machine  to  the  light  pocket  whisk  broom.  The  eight  ma¬ 
chines  include  three  winders,  one  sewer,  one  whisk,  one 
trimmer,  one  stapler  and  one  bander.  The  exhibit  repre¬ 
sents  an  expenditure  of  $15,000,  and  is  located  in  the 
eoutlrwest  corner  of  the  Palace  of  Manufactures. 


FINNS  COMING  TO  EXPOSITION. 

Headed  by  Lauri  Pikhala,  former  president  of  the 
Finnish  Amateur  Athletic  Association  and  now  trainer  of 
the  Finnish  Olympic  team,  a  small  band  of  Finns,  among 
whom  are  three  world’s  champions,  will  start  next  spring 
for  this  country  with  the  national  championships  at  the 
San  Francisco  Exposition  as  their  objective  point. 

Although  the  full  strength  of  the  team  has  not  yet 
been  announced,  it  is  certain  that  Taipale  and  Niklander, 
the  world’s  champion  discus  throwers,  and  Saaristo,  the 
Olympic  javelin  champion,  will  make  the  trip. 

Taipale,  who  beat  the  world’s  best  at  Stockholm  in  1912, 
is  the  holder  of  the  European  record  of  156  feet  V8  inch, 
which  is  just  topped  by  Jim  Duncan's  record  of  156  feet 
114  inches. 

He  won  both  best  hand  and  right  and  left  band  throws 
at  the  last  Olympic  games,  incidentally  winning  the  two- 
handed  event  from  his  compatriot,  Niklander,  who  holds 
the  world  s  record  of  283  feet  6  inches  for  this  style  of 

throwing. 

Niklander,  in  addition  to  holding  the  world's  record  for 
the  combination  discus  throw,  also  holds  the  Finnish  rec¬ 
ord  for  one  and  two  handed  shot  putting. 

At  Stockholm  in  1912  Niklander  was  beaten  by  a  very 
small  margin  by  Ralph  Rose  and  Pat  McDonald.  ’  He  has 
a  record  of  48  feet  with  the  right  hand  “and  41  feet  6 
inches  with  left. 

J.  Saaristo,  the  Olympic  champion  ambidextrous  jave¬ 
lin  thrower,  created  a  new  world's  record  of  201  feet  3 
inches  with  one  hand  at  the  last  Olympic  games.  This 
performance,  however,  has  since  been  surpassed. 

Judging  from  our  American  javelin  record,  which  is 


QUEER  HAPPENINGS. 

Officials  and  lawyers  of  the  Queens  County  Clerk  s  of¬ 
fice,  which  is  being  reconstructed,  have  to  climb  ladders 
from  floor  to  floor. 

A  Paterson,  N.  J.,  court  decides  the  middle  finger  is 
the  most  valuable.  Henrv  Hammersmith,  who  lost  three 
fingers,  gets  eight  weeks’  pay  for  the  first  finger,  five  for 
the  ring  finger  and  thirty  for  the  middle  finger. 

Struck  by  the  steel  point  of  an  umbrella  in  the  hands 
of  a  playmate,  in  the  Bayonne  High  School,  Lawrence 
Jarwi  suffered  a  fracture  of  the  skull. 

A  dead  calf  and  an  abandoned  auto  were  found  at  Troy 
Hills,  N.  J.  It  is  believed  the  motorists  thought  they 
had  killed  a  man,  and  fled. 

Charities  Commissioner  Kingsbury  has  plate  glass  sub¬ 
stituted  for  marble  partitions  in  his  offices  so  that  every¬ 
one  can  see  what  evervone  is  doing:. 

A  big  bird  variously  called  an  eagle,  a  buzzard  and  a 
duck-hawk  swooped  from  Woolworth  building  gargoyle  and 
caught  a  flying  pigeon. 

Burglars  attacked  safe  of  Berghoff  Brewing  Companv 
in  Jersey  City  with  a  sledge  hammer.  They  didn't  open 
it.  It  was  not  even  locked,  and  besides,  it  contained  noth¬ 
ing. 

Patrolman  calls  at  No.  8  Liberty  place,  Union  Hill, 
N.  J.,  to  serve  warrant  on  Gustave  Bleaser,  but  finds  him 
dead. 

Because  Edward  Burns  was  “so  gentlemanly  about  it." 
Frederick  Reis,  No.  123  East  Eighty-eighth  street,  declines 
to  prosecute  him  for  assault. 

Efforts  to  place  Bushwick  High  School  girls  at  real 

work  in  offices  “for  practice"  and  $6  per  week,  fail _ thev 

all  strike. 


Honey  bees  in  Westchester  County  accused  of  gathering 
grape  juice,  spoiling  the  crop. 

Sophomores,  Stevens  Institute,  turn  loose  on  street  a 
freshman  in  baseball  trousers,  woman's  shirtwaist,  and  pa¬ 
per  cap. 


John  Jacob,  of  No.  30  Croton  Terrace,  Yonkers,  sum¬ 
moned  John  Wi liman  to  court  for  retaining  a  canary 
because  its  board  bill  was  unpaid.  Villman  was  ordered 
to  return  (lie  bird  and  sue  for  price  of  the  birdseed. 

William  Miller,  of  Sherwood  Park,  Yonkers,  arrested 
and  adjudged  incompetent  because  lie  went  jov-ridiui  iu 
automobiles  and  refused  to  pay  his  fare. 


APPEARING  EGG.— Very 

fine,  easy  to  perform  and 
It  produces  a  marvelous 
and  mystifying  effect.  Egg 
Is  made  to  appear  and 
vanish  right  before  the 
•yes.  Beautifully  made. 

Rrice,  85o. 


I  I  V  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 
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SURPRISE  LETTER  DRIM. 

Stung!  That  was  one  on 
you!  The  joke?  you  send  a 
friend  &  letter.  He  opens  it, 
and  that  releases  the  drum. 
Instantly  the  sheet  of  note 
paper  begins  to  bang  and 
thump  furiously,  with  a  rip- 
-  Ping,  tearing  sound.  Guar¬ 
d'd  to  make  a  man  with  Iron  nerves  al- 
t  jump  out  of  his  skin.  You  can  catch 
sharpest  wisenheimer  with  this  one.  Don’t 
5  Setting  a  few.  Price.  6c.  each  by  malL 
BLHR,  150  W .  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 
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The  Bot¬ 
tle  Imp. — 

The  pecu¬ 
liarity  of 
this  little 
bottle  is 

_  t  h  a  t  it 

cannot  be  made  to  lie  down, 
J’et  by  simply  passing 
the  hand  over  it,  the  per¬ 
former  causes  it  to  do  so. 
_  .  Tlits  trick  affords  great 
Bement,  &nd  Is  of  convenient  size  to  carry 

lt . Price,  10c 

F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  BAD  MOTHER-IN-LAW. 

It  consists  of  the  eyes,  nos® 
and  hair  to  make  up  a  funny 
old  woman’s  face,  using  your 
hand  as  the  medium.  The 
box  containing  them  has  full 
directions  for  making  up  the 
comical  old  mug.  Then  you 
use  it  as  a  subject  for  ventrilo¬ 
quism  by  merely  altering  the 
tones  of  your  voice  to  make 
the  funny  figure  appear  to 
talk.  Any  child  can  use  it 
create  more  fun  than  an  actor  on  the 
3-  Price,  8c.  each,  postpaid. 

WARFORB,  16  Hart  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  MAGm  CIGAR  CASE. 

A  beautiful  and  per¬ 
fect  cigar  case,  made 
of  imitation  alligator 
and  sealskin  leather; 
worth  a  quarter  as  a 
cigar  case  alone.  It 
can  be  shown  full  of 
cigars  and,  instantly 
handed  to  a  person, 
,  upon  opening  it,  finds  only  an  empty 
.  The  box  has  a  secret  spring  and  a 
Die  case,  and  can  be  operated  only  by  one 
he  secret.  Full  printed  instructions  sent 
i  each  case.  Every  smoker  should  have 
Price,  29c.;  2  for  35c.  by  mail,  postpaid; 
dozen  by  express.  $1.50. 

HANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


LNOCK-OUT”  CARD  TRICK.— Five  cards 
shown,  front  and  back,  and  there  are  no 
cards  alike.  You  place  some  of  them  in 
mdkerchief  and  ask  any  person  to  hold 
by  the  corners  in  full  view  of  the  audi- 
.  You  now  take  the  remaining  cards  and 
est  anyone  to  name  any  card  shown.  This 
,  you  repeat  the  name  of  the  card  and 
>  that  you  will  cause  it  to  invisibly  leave 
hand  and  pass  into  the  handkerchief, 
re  it  will  be  found  among  the  other  cards, 
he  word  “Go!”  you  show  that  the  chosen 
ha3  vanished,  leaving  absolutely  only 
cards.  The  handkerchief  is  unfolded  by 
person,  and  in  it  ii  found  the  identical 
-  Price,  10c. 

rr  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


SNAP  BACK  MATCH  SAFE. 


Just  cut!  A  trick  match  safe. 
It  is  a  beautifully  nlckolied  box, 
o /  the  size  to  hold  matches.  But 
when  your  friend  presses  the 
spring  to  take  out  a  match,  the 
lid  files  back,  and  pinches  his 
linger  just  hard  enough  to  startle 
.vlthout  hurting  him.  This  Is  n 
dandy! 


Price,  15c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 


«.  LAN O,  1815  Centra  tit.,  B'kiyn,  N.  Y 


MAGIC  COINER. 

A  mystifying  and 
amusing  trick.  Tin 
blanks  are  placed  under 
the  little  tin  cup  and 
apparently  coined  Into 
dimes.  A  real  money¬ 
maker.  Price,  20o. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO., 
29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y.' 


THE  PEG  JUMPER. 

A  very  effective 
pocket  trick,  easily 
to  be  performed  by 
any  one.  A  miniature 
paddle  is  shown.  Cen¬ 
tral  holes  are  drilled  through  It.  A  wooden 
peg  is  inside  of  the  upper  hole.  Showing  now 
beth  sides  of  the  paddle,  the  performer  causes, 
by  simply  breathing  upon  it,  the  peg  to  leave 
the  upper  hole,  and  appear  in  the  middle  one. 
Then  it  jumps  to  the  lower  hole,  back  to  the 
middle  one,  and  lastly  to  the  upper  hole. 
Both  sides  of  the  paddle  are  repeatedly  shown. 

Price  by  mail,  15o- 
C.  BEHR.  150  W.  G2d  St.,  New  York  City. 


LITTLE  CHECKER  BOARDS. 


Price  7  cents  each  by  mail.  They  are  made 
of  durable  colored  cardboard,  fold  to  the  size 
of  6%  x  3%  inches,  and  are  so  handy  in  size 
that  they  can  be  carried  in  the  pocket.  They 
contain  24  red  and  black  checkers,  and  are 
just  as  serviceable  as  the  most  expensive 
boards  made.  The  box  and  lid  can  be  fastened 
together  in  a  moment  by  means  of  patent 
joints  in  the  ends.  Full  directions  printed  on 
each  box. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


ITALIAN  TRANSFER. 

With  this  remarkable  In¬ 
vention  any  one  can  trans¬ 
fer  pictures  or  engravings 
from  newspapers  or  books, 
and  make  perfect  copies  of 
butterfly  and  moth  wings 
for  scrap  books.  It  is  the 
ary  transfer  process,  cleanly,  handy  and  re¬ 
liable,  and  the  results  secured  will  astonish 
you.  Transfer  is  a  gelatinous  substance  put 
up  in  cakes,  one  of  wjtich  is  enclosed  with  a, 
wooden  rubber  and  full  directions  for  produc¬ 
ing  pictures,  it  requiring  but  a  few  moments 
to  make  the  transfer.  Any  picture  in  the 
newspapers  can  be  speedily  reproduced  in 
your  album,  or  elsewhere,  a  perfect  copy  be¬ 
ing  made,  and  several  copies  can  be  made 
from  the  same  picture.  Butterfly  and  moth 
wings  can  also  be  pictured,  all  the  beautiful 
colors  and  markings  on  the  wings  being  trans¬ 
ferred,  and  thus  an  interesting  and  instruc¬ 
tive  collection  of  insect  forms  can  be  made 
and  permanently  preserved  in  a  scrap  book. 
Both  young  and  old  will  take  delight  in  using 
Transfer,  and  the  price  is  so  low  that  all  can 
afford  to  have  this  new  process  at  command. 
Price  only  10c.,  3  for  25c.;  one  dozen,  75c.. 
by  mail  postpaid.  * 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  MAGIC  CARD  BOX. 

One  Df  the  best  and  cheapest 
tricks  for  giving  parlor  or 
stage  exhibitions.  The  trick 
is  performed  as  follows:  Y"ou 
request  any  two  persons  in 
your  audience  to  each  select 
a  card  from  an  ordinary  pack 
of  cards,  you  then  produce  a 
small  handsome  box  made  to 
imitate  pebbled  leather,  which 
anyone  may  examine  as  clo-ely  as  they  will. 
You  now  ask  one  of  the  two  who  have  se¬ 
lected  cards  to  place  his  or  her  card  Inside 
the  box,  which  being  done,  the  lid  is  shut, 
and  the  box  placed  on  the  table.  You  then 
state  that  you  will  cause  the  cards  to  disap¬ 
pear  and  upon  opening  the  box  the  card  has 
vanished  and  the  box  found  empty.  The  other 
card  is  now  placed  in  the  box;  the  lid  Is  again 
closed  and  when  the  box  is  opened  the  first 
card  appears  as  strangely  as  it  went.  Other 
tricks  can  be  performed  in  various  ways.  You 
may  cause  several  card3  to  disappear  after 
they  are  placed  in  the  box,  and  then  you  can 
cause  them  all  to  appear  at  once.  You  may 
tear  a  card  up,  place  It  In  the  box,  and  on 
lifting  the  cover  it  will  be  found  whole  and 
entire.  In  fact,  nearly  every  trick  of  appear¬ 
ance  and  disappearance  can  be  done  with  the 
Magic  Card  Box.  Full  printed  instructions, 
by  which  anyone  can  perform  the  different 
tricks,  sent  with  each  box. 

Price,  20c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  39  W.  2«tk  BL,  N,  1C 


LOTS 


OF  FUN  BHBl 

VeutrUociuist  Double  Throat 

Fit*  roof  of  mouth;  »lwray»  lnvl»lt>)0;  gi'a+iaa) 
thlrxffyat.  Aatoulah  aud  myatify  your  Irlau  1*. 
NelRh  like  a  home;  w(iiu»  like  a  puppy;  slue 
like  a  canary,  and  Imitate  bird*  and  beaata  >1 
the  flold  and  forest.  Loads  of  fun.  Wonder¬ 
ful  Invention.  Thousands  sold,  baujail  as 
and  a  2c  stamp  for  one  dozen. 

DOUBLE  THROAT  CO.,  D«pL  K.  french  to  N.  J. 


SS.Priz©  Package  80© 


This  blr  Com©  and  Fun 
Fact: co®  "dll  amuse  the 
whole  family  all  winter. 
100  Great  Games,  Check¬ 
ers,  Chess,  Dominos,  Fox 
and  Goose,  9  Men  Morris, 
Authors,  Star  Puzzle,  Chi¬ 
nese  Puzzle,  1 3  Puzzle,  $5 
Prize  Puzzle,  Roman  Cross 
_ Puzzle,  7  Wonders  Of  World, 

Marriagohooking  Glass,  Husband ’sand  Wifo's  Commandments,  22 
Popular  Songs,  19  Comic  Cards,  43  Magic  Tricks,  70  Puzzles, 
300  Jokes  and  Riddles,  II 2  Love  Letters,  1  70  Ways  to  Flirt,  How 
to  Tell  Fortunes,  How  to  Make  Others  Obey  You,  &c.  ALL  the 
above  and  500  other  things  to  amuse,  10  CENTS,  postpaid. 
Address  STAR  CO.,  30  Clinton  St.,  CHICAGO. 


Per  Month  and  Expenses 

Satary  or  Commission — Introducing  our 
King  Butter  Separator.  Produces  best 
grade  of  butter  from  cream  or  milk,  sweet  or  sour,  in  less 
than  5  minutos.  Write  for  our  flee  sample  and  salary 
propositions. 

DE  KING  MANUFACTURING  CO.,  Dept.  88,  Chicago.  Illinois 


_Tricks,  jokes,  puzzles,  magic, 
Illustrated  catalogue  free. 

EXCliLSIOK  NOVELTY  CO.,  Dept.  C, 
Anderson  Realty  Bldg..  Mount  Vernon,  N.  Y. 


RfiYV  W&f  TFn  sverywhere  to  sell  THE  ILLUS- 
DU  I  0  ¥¥  MI'S  !  03  TRATED  RECORD, the  largest 
illustrated  weekly  in  the  world.  Address  Illustrated  Record, 
Dept.  K,  1 7  Spruce  Street,  New  York. 


Cnitn*  TV  anted.  SI  to  §603  paid  for 
hundreds  of  coins  dated  before 
1895.  Send  lOc  for  our  ill  strated  coin  value  book. 
4x7 ;  get  posted.  Clark  «fc  Co.,  Box  96,  Le  Roy,  N-  Y. 


on  file. 


A  sample  of  my 
remedy  has  cured 
cases  of  Falling 
Sickness  or  Epilepsy. 
Prompt  reUefjruar- 
anteed.  I  PAY  EX- 
PRK88AGE  on 
FREE  TRIAL  BOT¬ 
TLE,  if  you  out  out 
and  RETURN  ad¬ 
vertisement.  Sworn 
statements  and  hun¬ 
dreds  of  testmontals 
Give  AGE  and  FULL  PARTICULARS. 

Dr.  F.  HARVEY  ROOF 


Dept,  1380,  Station  N,  New  York 


JAPANESE  TWXRLEB. 

A  wonderful  imported  p&p*^ 
novelty.  By  a  simple  manipu¬ 
lation  of  the  wooden  handles  a 
number  of  beautiful  figures  can 
be  produced.  It  takes  on  several 
combinations  of  magnificent 
colors.  Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO., 

29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


BUBBLE  BLOWER. 


With  this  device,  a 
continuous  set  lei  of 
bubbles  can  be  blown. 
It  Is  a  wooden,  cigar¬ 
shaped  blower,  encas¬ 
ing  a  small  vial.  In 
which  there  Is  a  piece 
...  .  ,  of  soap.  The  vial  is 

filled  with  water,  and  a  peculiarly  perforated 
cork  Is  inserted.  When  you  blow  in  to  the 
rnouthpiece,  it  sets  up  a.  hydraulic  pressure 
through  the  cork  perforations  and  cause* 
bubble  after  bubble  to  come  out.  No  need  of 
dipping  into  water  once  the  little  bottle  is 
ailed.  Price,  10c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 

C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


LITTLE  CLINCHERS 

With  a  pair  of  these  creeper* 
clinched  on  your  shoe*  you  can 
defy  the  slipperiest  ice  or  snow. 
No  matter  how  slippery  the 
road  or  how  steep  the  hill, 
these  claws  of  steel  will  carry 
you  safely  over  them.  A  child 
can  adjust  them  In  30  seconds. 
No  nails,  straps,  screws  or 
rivets  are  needed.  They  will 
not  injure  your  shoes.  No  need 
to  remove  them  indoors — sim¬ 
ply  fold  the  heel-plate  for¬ 
ward.  reversing  the  spike* 
under  the  instep.  They  are 
comfortable,  durable  and  in¬ 
visible.  Just  the  thing  for 
postmen,  golfers,  hunter*, 
woodsmen,  brakemen,  miner* 
and  all  who  would  insure  life  and  limb  in 
winter  weather,  25  cents  a  pair,  postpaid. 

1L  F.  LAN G.  1815  Centre  St.,  B’kljra.  N.  I 


GLASS  SCOPES. 

This  popular  novelty  is  made  of 
blown  glass,  and  is  to  be  filled 
with  water.  It  then  becomes  a 
powerful  magnifier  suitable  for  en¬ 
larging  any  small  object  to  an  ex¬ 
traordinary  size.  Can  be  carried  In 
the  vest  pocket.  Price,  5c.  each  by 
mail  postpaid. 


II.  I'.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


TRICK  CIGARETTE  BOX. 

This  one  Is  a  corker!  Get  a 
box  right  away,  If  you  want  to 
have  a  barrel  of  joy.  Here’s  the 
secret:  It  looks  like  an  ordi¬ 

nary  red  box  of  Turkish  ciga¬ 
rettes.  But  it  contains  a  trig¬ 
ger,  under  which  you  place  a 
paper  cap.  Offer  your  friend  a 
smoke  and  he  raises  the  lid  of 
the  box.  That  explodes  the  cap, 
and  if  you  are  wise  you  will  get 
out  of  sight  with  the  box  before 
he  gets  over  thinking  he  was 
shot.  Price,  16c.,  postpaid. 

II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B'klyn,  N.  Y. 


ALI'MIM  M  LIGHTER, 

The  neatest  little  lighter  ©n  <  <  * 
market,  handy,  safe,  and  always 
ready  for  use.  It  contains  a  ior-r 
wick,  a  reservoir  for  caaolcna, 
and  a  removable  brass  inside 
frame  to  which  &  flic  whe.-i  i r. 
attached.  This  wine!  engage*  a 
Ceric  iron  fllnr  w  fifth  Is  p 
up  from  a  tube  In  the.  reservoir. 
A  slrigle  turn  of  the  wheel  gener¬ 
ates  a  spark  and  lights  the  wick. 

Price,  18c.  each  by  mall,  post¬ 
paid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO., 

29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


GLASS  PEN. — Patent  glass  pen,  with  nlca 
dip,  writes  like  any  ordinary  pen;  each  put 
up  in  wooden  box.  Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 

.W  OLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  261  h  St„  N.  Y. 


HUM  AN  ATONE. 

The  improved  Hu- 
manatone.  This  flute 
will  be  found  to  be 
the  most  enjoyable 
article  ever  offered; 
nickel  plated,  finely 
polished;  each  p\it 
up  in  a  box  with  full 
instruction  how  to 
use  them.  Price, 
18c.,  postpaid. 

FRANK  SMITH, 
383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  \T. 


THE  AUTOMATIC  RUNNING  MOUSE 

This  mouse  is  so 
nearly  a  perfect  imi¬ 
tation  of  the  live  ani¬ 
mal  as  to  not  only  de¬ 
ceive  the  ladies,  but 
to  even  deceive  the 
cat.  Inside  each  mouse  is  a  set  of  clock 
work  which  you  wind  up  with  a  key,  then 
place  the  mouse  on  the  floor  and  it  will  run 
rapidly  In  every  direction  in  a  circle  across 
the  floor  backward  and  forward  aa  if  to  get 
away.  Suddenly  set  it  agoing  In  a  room 
where  there  are  ladies,  and  you  will  have  the 
fun  of  hearing  them  scream  and  jump  upon 
the  chairs  to  escape  the  little  rodent.  This 
mechanical  mouse  is  well  worth  50c.,  but  we 
will  sell  it  for  30c.,  and  send  it  by  mail  post¬ 
paid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


VANISHING  TACK  OF 
CARDS.— You  exhibit  a 
neat  black  card  case,  you 
request  from  the  audi¬ 
ence  a  ring,  a  watch, 
bracelet,  or  other  jewelry 
articles.  You  propose  to 
fill  the  case  with  a  pack 
of  cards.  After  doing  so, 
the  pack  of  cards  disap¬ 
pear  from  the  case,  and 
the  jewelry  novelties  ap¬ 
pear  instead. 

Price  by  mail,  postpaid, 
35c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO., 
29  W.  2Gth  St.,  N.  Y. 


INITIAL  WATCH  FOB. 


It  has  a  neat  enameled  black  strap,  ana 
small  secure  buckle,  with  a  patent  catch  so 
that  no  watch  can  slip  off.  The  handsome 
torcoise  shell  pendants  are  beautifully  en¬ 
graved  with  any  initial  you  desire.  The  letter 
is  fire  gilt,  cannot  rub  off,  and  is  studded  with 
nine  Barrios  diamonds.  Tnese  fobs_are  the 
biggest  value  ever  offered.  Price,  25c.  each, 
by  mall,  postpaid. 

by  mail.  „ 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


DOUBLE  CLAPPERS 


They  are  handsomely  made  of  white  wood. 
6  inches  long,  with  carefully  rounded  edges. 
On  each  side  a  steel  spring  Is  secured,  with 
flat  leaden  discs  at  the  ends.  They  produce 
a  tremendous  clatter,  and  yet  they  can  be 
played  even  better  than  the  most  expensive 
bones  used  by  minstrels.  The  finest  article 
of  Its  kind  on  the  market.  Price  7  cent*  a 
pair,  postpaid.  „  .. 

A.  A.  WARFOED,  16  Hart  St..  Brooklyn,  N. 


KANGAROO  PADLOCK. 

A  handsome  padlock  stamped 
out  of  polished  steel.  It  locks  it¬ 
self  when  the  hasp  is  pressed 
down  into  the  lock,  but  the  puzzle 
is  to  unlock  it.  You  can  instant. y 
unlock  it  with  the  key.  but  no 
one  not  in  the  secret  can  unlock 
it.  You  can  slip  the  hasp  through 
a  friend’s  buttonhole  and  force 
him  to  wear  it  until  you  release 
it,  although  he  may  have  the  key  to  the  lock; 
or  a  boy  and  girl  can  be  locked  together  oy 
slipping  the  hasp  through  a  buttonhole  of 
their  clothing.  Many  other  innocent  and 
amusing  jokes  can  be  perpetrated  with  it 
upon  your  friends  and  acquaintances.  It  is 
not  only  a  strong,  useful  padlock,  but  one  of 
the  best  puzzles  ever  invented.  Full  printed 
instructions  sent  with  each  lock.  They  are  a 
bonanza  for  agents,  as  they  can  be  readily 
sold  for  25  cents  each.  Our  price,  16c.;  2  for 
25c.;  one  dozen,  $1.20,  sent  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


f  A  CRAVED 
s  PREMIUM 

One  of  these  fine  watches  FREE  to  anyone  sending  ns 


Oae — 1  year's  subscription  at  .  . 

Two — S  months'  subscriptions  at  . 
Fear — 3  months'  subscriptions  at  • 


$2.50 
1.25  each 
0.65  each 


This  coupon  when  N 
properly  filled  out 
and  forwarded  with 
subscription  price  en¬ 
titles  the  holder  to  Pre¬ 
mium  mentioned. 


For  either  of  the  following:  “Moving  Picture  Stories,” 
“Happy  Days,”  “Wild  West  Weekly,”  “Fame  and  For¬ 
tune  Weekly,”  “The  Liberty  Boys  of  '76,”  “Secret 
Service,”  “Work  and  Win,”  or  “Pluck  and  Luck.” 


There  is  only  one  condition — send  us  the  money  ($2.50) 
and  we  will  send  you  the  watch,  and  any  one  of  the  above 
publications  for  the  period  subscribed  for. 


Description  of  the  Watch 

It  is  American-made,  open  face,  stem  wind  and  set,  and  will  run  from  SO  to  36  hours 
with  one  winding.  The  movement  is  the  same  size  as  an  expensive  railroad  timepiece, 
\  absolutely  accurate,  and  each  one  Is  guaranteed.  The  cases  are  made  in  Gold  Plate. 


Polished  Nickel,  Gun-metal  with  Gilt  center  and  plain  Gun-metal. 
The  design  on  the  back  case  is  a  fancy  engraved  scrolL 

Send  in  Your  Subscriptions  Now  to 

.  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher 


State .  \ 


\ 


168  West  23d  St.,  N.  Y.  City 
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I  ho  Bradys  and  the  Fire-Bug ;  or,  Found  In  the  Flames. 

1  lu>  Bradys  In  Texas  ;  or,  The  Great  Ranch  Mystery. 

t  he  Bradys  on  the  Ocean  ,  or,  The  Mystery  of  Stateroom  No.  7 

1  he  Bradys  and  the  Otlice  Boy  ;  or.  Working  Up  a  Business  Case 

lhe  Bradys  in  the  Backwoods;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Hunter's 
Camp. 

Chlng  Foo,  the  Yellow  Dwarf ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Opium 
Smokers. 

The  Bradys'  Still  Hunt ;  or,  The  Case  That  Was  Won  By  Waiting 

Caught  By  the  Camera ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  From 
Maine. 

The  Bradys  in  Kentucky  ;  or,  Tracking  a  Mountain  Gang. 

1  lie  Marked  Bank-note  ,  or,  The  Bradys  Below  the  "Dead-line.” 

The  Bradys  on  Deck  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Private  Yacht. 

The  Bradys  in  a  Trap:  or,  Working  Against  a  Hard  Gang. 

Over  the  Line:  or.  The  Bradys'  Chase  Through  Canada. 

The  Bradys  in  Society  ;  or,  The  Case  of  Mr.  Barlow. 

The  Bradys  in  the  Slums ;  or,  Trapping  the  Crooks  of  the  “Red 
Light”  District. 

Found  in  the  River ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Brooklyn  Bridge 
Mystery. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Box;  or,  Running  Down  the  Railroad 
Thieves. 

The  Queen  of  Chinatown ;  or,  the  Bradys  Among  the  “Hop" 
Fiends. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  Smuggler;  or.  Working  for  the  Custom¬ 
house. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Runaway  Boys ;  or,  Shadowing  the  Circus 
Sharpers. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Ghosts ;  or,  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Old 
Churchyard. 


807  The  Bradys  and  the  Brokers;  or,  A  Desperate  Game  In  Wad 

Street.  '  *;  _ 

80S  The  Bradys’  Fight  to  a  Finish;  or,  Winning  a  Desperate  Can* 
Si »:•  The  Bradys'  Race  For  Life;  or,  Rounding  Up  a  Tough  Trio. 

810  Tiie  Bradys’  Last  Chance;  or,  The  Case  In  the  Dark. 

811  The  Bradys  on  the  Road;  or,  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Drurhmer. 

812  The  Girl  in  Black;  or,  The  Bradys  Trapping  a  Confidence  Queen. 

813  The  Bradys  in  Mulberry  Bend;  or,  The  Boy  Slaves  of  "Little 

Italy.”  1. 

814  The  Bradys’  Battle  for  Life;  or,  The  Keen  Detectives'  Greatest 

1  ’er  i  1 . 

815  The  Bradys  and  the  Mad  Doctor;  or.  The  Haunted  Mill  In 

the  Marsh.  ,  i 

816  The  Bradys  On  the  Rail;  or,  A  Mystery  Of  the  Lightning 

Express.  .  .  .  .  '  .... 

817  The  Bradys  and  the*  Spy;  or,  Working  Against  the  Police 

1  lepai  t  ment. 

8]  s  The  Brad  vs'  Deep  Deal  or,  Hand-in-Glove  With  Crime., 

819  The  Bradys  In  a  Snare:  or,  The  Worst  Case  Of  AH. 

820  The  Bradys  Beyond  Their  Depth ;  or,  The  Great  «  Swamp 

Mystery.  4 

821  The  Bradys’  Hopeless  Case;  or.  Against  Plain  Evidence. 

822  The  Bradys  At  the  Helm  or,  The  Mystery  Of  the  River- 

Steamer.  | 

823  The  Bradvs  in  Washington  ;  or,  Working  for  the  President, 

824  The  Bradys  Duped  ;  or,  The  Cunning  Work  of  Clever  Crooks. 

8‘~5  The  Bradvs  in  Maine  ;  or.  Solving  the  Great  Camp  Mystery. 

826  The  Bradys  on  the  Great  Lakes;  or,  Tracking  the  Canada  Gang. 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on 

FRANK  T0USEY,  Publisher, . 


$ 

receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  In  money  or  postage  stamps,  Dy 

. 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WsINT  SINY  ‘BACK  JVUMBERS  f* 

of  our  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Write  out  and 
fill  in  your  Order  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  week  lies  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  return  mail. 
POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 

FRANK  T0TJSEY,  Publisher, . 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELEC¬ 
TRICITY. — A  description  of  the  wonderful 
uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism;  to¬ 
gether  with  full  instructions  for  making  Elec¬ 
tric  Toys,  Batteries,  etc.  By  George  Trebel. 
A.  M..  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  Illustra¬ 
tions. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK.  RIDE  AND 
DRIVE  A  HORSE. — A  complete  treatise  on 
the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road; 
also  valuable  recipes  for  diseases  peculiar  to 
ths  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL 

CANOES. — A  handy  book  for  boys,  contain¬ 
ing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes  and 
the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them. 

Fully  illustrated. 

No.  *9.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules 
for  conducting  debates,  outlines  for  debates, 

Questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best  sources 
or  procuring  information  on  the  question 

given. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  AN¬ 
IMALS. — A  valuable  book,  giving  Instructions 
In  collecting,  preparing,  mounting  and  pre¬ 
serving  birds,  animals  and  Insects. 

No.  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRUCKS  WITH 
CARDS. — Containing  explanations  of  the  gen¬ 
eral  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks*,  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary 
cards,  and  not  requiring  sleight-of-hand;  of 
tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use 
of  specially  prepared  cards.  Illustrated. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— Giving 
the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing 
Euchre,  Crlbbage,  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Rounce, 
Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker,  Auction  Pitch, 
All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of 
cards. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A 
wonderful  little  book,  telling  you  how  to  write 
to  your  sweetheart,  your  father,  mother,  sis¬ 
ter.  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  every¬ 
body  and  anybody  you  wish  to  write  to. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE 
PETS. — Giving  complete  information  as  to  the 
manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping,  tam¬ 
ing  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets; 
also  giving  full  Instructions  for  making  cages, 
etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight  illus¬ 
trations. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS 
AND  COINS. — Containing  valuable  Informa¬ 
tion  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  Illustrated. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  EN¬ 
GINEER. — Containing  full  instructions  how  to 
become  a  locomotive  engineer;  also  directions 
for  building  a  model  locomotive;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  en¬ 
gineer  should  know. 

No-  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOG¬ 


RAPHER. — Containing  useful  Information  re¬ 
garding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  It;  also 
how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern 
Slides  and  other  Transparencies.  Handsomely 
Illustrated. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST 

POINT  MILITARY  CADET. — Explains  how 
to  gain  admittance,  course  of  Study,  Examina¬ 
tions.  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post  Guard,  Po¬ 
lice  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a 
boy  should  know  to  be  a  cadet.  By  Lu  Senar- 
ens. 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL 

CADET. — Complete  instructions  of  how  to  gain 
admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval  Academy. 
Also  containing  Qie  course  of  instruction,  de¬ 
scription  of  grounds  and  buildings,  hlstdrical 
sketch,  and  everything  a ,  boy  should  know  to 
become  an  officer  In  the  United  States  Navy. 
By  Lu  Senarens. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL 

MACHINES. — Containing  full  directions  for 
making  electrical  machines.  Induction  colls, 

dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked 
by  electricity.  By  R.  A.  R.  Bennet.  Fully 
Illustrated. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’8  JOKES.— The  most 
original  joke  book  ever  published,  and  It  Is 
brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It  contains  a 
large  collection  of  songs,  Jokes,  conundrums, 
etc.,  of  Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit.  hu¬ 
morist,  and  practical  joker  of  the  day. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Con¬ 

taining  over  three  hundred  Interesting  puzzles 
and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A  com¬ 
plete  book.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  a  large  collection  of  In¬ 
structive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks 
together  with  illustrations  By  A.  Anderson! 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS. 
— Containing  over  one  hundred  highly  amus¬ 
ing  and  Instructive  tricks  with  chemicals.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT-OF-HAND 
— Containing  over  fifty  of  the  latest  and  best 
tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  containing  the 
secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  Illustrated 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS — 
Containing  full  directions  for  making  Magic 
Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  Fully  Illus¬ 
trated. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  complete  Instructions 
for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks 
Fully  illustrated. 

No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS 

WITH  CARDS. — Embracing  all  of  the  latest 
and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  Illus¬ 
trations. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 

NUMBERS. — Showing  many  curious  tricks 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  10  cts.  per  copy, 

FRANK  T0USEY,  Publisher,  * . 


. 

with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  74.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  1 
CORRECTLY. — Containing  full  instructions 
for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject; 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition, 
with  specimen  letters. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER. 

— Containing  tricks  with  Dominoes,  Dice, 
Cups  and  Balls.  Hats,  etc.  Embracing  thirty- 
six  Illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY 
THE  HAND. — Containing  rules  for  telling  for¬ 
tunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand,  or 
the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of 
telling  future  events  by  aid  of  moles,  marks, 
scars,  etc.  Illustrated. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS 
WITH  CARDS. — Containing  deceptive  Card 
Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurers  and 
magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement. 
Fully  illustrated. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART. 

— Containing  a  complete  description  of  the 
mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight-of-Hand,  to¬ 
gether  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Illustrated. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. 

— Containing  complete  instructions  how  to 
make  up  for  various  characters  on  the  stage; 
together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager, 
Prompter,  Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man. 

No.  80.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  latest  jokes,  anecdotes  and 
funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  German 
comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome  col¬ 
ored  cover,  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of 
the  author. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE.— Contain¬ 
ing  the  most  approved  methods  of  mesmer¬ 
ism;  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  heal¬ 
ing.  By  Prof.  Leo  Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S.  author 
of  "How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Con¬ 
taining  the  most  approved  methods  of  read¬ 
ing  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with  a  full 
explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  expiat¬ 
ing  phrenology,  and  the  key  for  telling  char¬ 
acter  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By  Leo 
Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE.— Contain-  . 
lng  valuable  and  Instructive  Information  re- 
garding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also  ex-  ♦ 
plaining  the  most  approved  methods  which 
are  employed  by  the  leading  hypnotists  of 
the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 

No.  84.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR. 

— Containing  information  regarding  choice  of 
subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  the  manner  of 
preparing  and  submitting  manuscript  Also 
containing  valuable  information  as  to  the 
neatness,  legibility  and  general  composition 
of  manuscript. 

or  3  for  25  cts..  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


